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PREFACE. 



^ > ^ 



The assurance that ** Dr. Howell's Family " has 
I conveyed to many hearts words of hope, healing, and 
I trust, encourages the author to send forth a new 

edition. 
L It has been carefully revised, and its mission will be 

found as earnest and as helpful to-day as when it first 
^ sought to scatter by the wayside seeds of truth and 
> of beauty. 
L^ The author has not drawn imaginary and impossible 

characters, but has selected a few men and women 
' whose lifework has been closely interwoven with her 

own to portray the loveliness of that wisdom " which 
, is first pure, then peaceable, gentle, and easy to be 

entreated, full of mercy and good fruits." 

• • H. B. G. 
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CHAPTER I. 

THB WBBCK OF THB STBLLA. 

•* Down came the storm, and smote amain 
The vessel in its strengfth ; 
She shuddered and plunged like a fHghted steed. 
Then leaped her cable's length." 

"What do you make of that light, captain ? " 

** Hamilton Light, entrance to Carrhaven ; and would tc 
God we were safely anchored there." 

"Hadn't we better hoist our signals of distress, and trust 
to the chance of drifting within reach of assistance ? '* 

" Fra afraid 'tis our only chance. The rudder is so 
choked with ice as to be useless, and ice is making so rap- 
idly on the rigging and decks that our poor bark must sink 
beneath the weight before many hours. Hilton, order a 
kettle of hot coffee to be served among the men. How 
many are still able to work ? " 

" Only four ; Spencer, Ridley, Doherty, and Quinn were 
so badly frozen last night that they are disabled." 

" Poor fellows ! It might have been better for us all 
if we had been swept overboard by tYie \iT^2k^t xXv^X* ^^^•' 
lowed our Greek boy. But, HiUon, Alot^^. \%\» ^^^ ^^^' 



8 DE. Howell's family. 

know that my hope is ebbing. Keep up their spirits, and 
tell them we are almost within sight of any craft that may 
be anchored in Carrhaven roads. I will remain on the 
lookout.*' 

The good bark Stella, from Smyrna, laden with fruit, 
and commanded by Captain Ashmead, was bound for New 
York; and only twenty-four hours before this memorable 
morning of the 21st of December, 185-, her officers had 
counted, with as much assurance as sailors can ever feel, 
on a safe anchorage in New York harbor before night. 
The wind was then south, and a drenching rain had satu- 
rated every thread of canvas : before midday on the 20th 
the wind had veered to the north-west, and a blinding 
storm of snow had set in. So suddenly had the weather 
changed, and so drenched were the sails, that, despite the 
utmost despatch in clewing, reefing, and taking in canvas 
to make the vessel snug, the ice accumulated so fast, and 
the gale increased so rapidly, that the bark was driven to 
the north-east under a heavy press of frozen canvas. 

Then, in less than twelve hours after the storm burst 
upon them, the mercury had sunk to eight degrees be- 
low zero, and the rudder and helm had become so clogged 
with ice that they were of no service in working the bark. 
A few more hours of drifting and beating, with ice ac- 
cumulating on the decks, and then with a sudden thump, 
which snapped the mainmast and lifted every man from 
his feet, the poor Stella struck a sand-bar not one half mile 
from shore. But between this shore and the disabloil 
bark, the hungry sea was breaking in such furious waves 
that assistance from the land was impossible. 

It was twenty-four hours after the rising of the gait 
befo.3 the Stella struck; and now night was approaching; 
the breakers were sweeping the decks, the vessel striking 
on the bead sanda with sufficient force, aX eac\i coTi<iv\^'a\o\\^ 
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to demolish a ship of ordinary construction ; the men 
worn with exertion, and nearly every one badly frost-bitten ; 
and no chance of relief till the tide ebbed, and scarce a 
ray of hope that the Stella -could live an hour. 

As yet her hull was unbroken and tight, and Captain 
Ashmead, John Hilton (the first mate), and all who could 
use an axe were cutting away the stays, rigging, and masts 
to ease the hull of weight; it would be difficult to conceive 
of a situation more perilous and distressing than the wreck 
of the Stella now presented. 

" Hilton, if we could succeed in launching the long-boat, 
is there a chance she could live in this sea ? " 

" Tis worth trying, sir." 

"Then, my hearties, cut away the stanchions and bul- 
warks, that the boat may be more easily launched ; and all 
who wish may accept their chances to live in it. I must 
bring our cabin passengers up to this deck, as the bark 
may bilge at any moment." 

And before the long-boat was ready to gn^ple with the 
angiy waves, there stood upon the deck, by Captain Ash- 
mead's side, a woman, a young girl, and a lad, the widow 
and children of Nathan Shreve, whqlfe Captain Ashmead 
had found nearly destitute in Smyrna, ind had offered them 
a passage to New York in the Stella. Mrs. Shreve had 
distant relatives in New England, and hoping to receive 
assistance from them, or at least in her native land to find 
some honest work by which she and her children could live, 
she gratefully accepted Captain Ashmead's offer. 

"Mrs. Shreve, I think it best you should know the perils 
of our situation. 'Tis hardly in the power rf man to save 
us. We think there is one chance that the long-boat may 
live in this sea, and there is a chance that this wreck may 
hold together till' the tide ebbs, and aasva\.a.tv(i^ Ci^w x^^Ock.>>s^ 
from the land. Which chance wiW you c\\oo^^*i'''' 
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•The large, anxious eyes of the mother rested for a mo« 
ment on the fair face of the girl, and then turned towards 
' the huge, foam-crested breakers upon which the long-boat 
was now shivering and plunging. 

" I will remain with you on the wreck." - 

" Then, ray hearties, you can do nothipg more to save 
our good ship : take your choice between her hull and the 
boat, and may God Almighty have mercy on you." 

'* I shall live or die vi^ith you," answered John Hilton , 
and he disappeared down the gangway, but returned 
immediately, bringing with him several blankets, which 
he wrapped around the woman and her children, and then, 
fastening them as securely as possible to the bulwarks, 
he gave his assistance to the men who had chosen the 
life-boat. 

Four sailors in turn knelt before Captain Ashmead, 
embracing his knees, and entreating him to share the boat 
with them ; but with the kindest thanks for their past 
services and their affectionate interest in him, he begged 
them to leave him, as he was determined to remain by 
the wreck. 

They succeeded in getting into the boat, but so be- 
numbed and frozen were their hands, so clogged with ice 
was their clothing, that their attempts to keep the boat's 
head to the sea were futile, and in less than five minutes 
after she struck the waves she capsized, and the four men 
perished in sight of the remaining sufferers upon tie 
hull. 

At midnight the tide began to ebb ; the gale subsided, 
and the clouds drifted away, so that the moon's light now 
revealed to Captain Ashmead more .of the horrors of his? 
situation than the darkness had permitted him to know. 
The second mate had been washed overboard, his hands 
and limbs so frozen that he could no \ox\^et d\x\^lo Uv^ 
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rigging. The bodies of two sailors, stiff and stark| re* 
mained bound to the bulwarks, no longer conscious of oold, 
and the blue eyes of little Nathan Shreve stared from 
their marble lids upon the foaming, cruel breakei*s, which 
Sould no longer appall or harm him. The last words that 
Captain Ashmead had heard in the darkness were little 
Nathan's. 

" Mother, I'm not so cold now, and I'm getting sleepy." 

" Good night, my boy." 

"Good night, mother; but I do want you to kiss me." 

There was no reply, not even a sigh or groan to tell the 
agony of that mother's heart, whose lips could not reach 
the cold cheek of her dying boy, though scarcely three feet 
separated them. She had talked and sung to her children 
until her exhaustion no longer permitted her the use of 
speech ; and now her only hope was to awake with them 
where '* there was no more sea." 

Only the captain, first mate, Mrs. Shreve, her daughter 
Edna, and two sailors, now remained upon the hull. The 
vessel had broken in two amidships, and every sea was 
reducing her to fragments. Owing to the exhaustion of 
their physical strength, and to the hopeless, paralyzed con- 
dition of all their senses, no words were spoken by the 
survivors, no groans escaped, and no sounds were heard 
but the heavy thump and dull grating of the wreck upon 
the sands, or the rasping crack of some dissevered plank, 
or the hissing, angry roar of the breakers, during those 
midnight horn's, when six souls awaited in hopeless agony 
their release by death. 

But at . la^t, afler what seemed to Captain Ashmead an 
interminable night of watching, he knew that with the ebb 
tide the sea was falling, and he felt there was a chauciQ tk^l 
the remnant of the bull would hold togfttXiet \v»\i^^5as&^ 
once could reach them. 
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It was now early morning, and in the gray light he could 
dearly distinguish a brig, securely anchored in Carrhaven 
roads, not a half mile distant. O, if she had seen theii 
■ignals of distress, and had been waiting for the ebb tide 
to give her a chance to attempt their rescue! Captain 
Ashmead was almost too benumbed and exhausted for 
speecli; but, rallying as cheerful a voice as possible, he 
called out, " Courage, courage, my good men and women ! 
Take heart ; I believe tliere's a chance for us yet ! " And 
in a minute more, with his eyes still fastened on the brig, 
ho exclaimed, — 

"Thank God ! Yonder ship is getting out her long-boat 
8he has seen our peril, and is coming to save us." 

John Hilton responded, — 

" Ay, ay, sir ; pray Heaven she may not be too late.'' 

Edna called, faintly, "Dear mother, we may yet see 
land ; " and receiving no reply, again she called, " Wake 
up, mother ; there's hope for us." 

The blankets in which she was wrapped were so thickly 
encased in ice she could not turn to see that her mother 
had reached a haven of rest. Words cannot describe the 
agonizing suspense of the next two hours, while the brig's 
long-boat was hovering within a hundred yards of the 
wreck, not daring to approach nearer, lest she should be 
swallowed up ; and meantime the wreck was fast breaking 
up and settling in the sand. And just then — it seemed 
to Captain Ashmead a heavenly interposition — a largo 
field of ice drifted by the wreck to windward, and kept Iho 
sea from breaking ; atid while it was passing, all within ton 
minutes' space of time, the boat's crew from the brig pulled 
in alongside the wreck. The two sailors had just enough 
strength to throw themselves into the boat. Captain Ash- 
mead and John Hilton were too much benumbed to cut 
^e ropes which fiiecured Edna to tiie \>\vV^2i.TV^ «isv^ t^o 
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meu fi'om \ne boat, with great difficulty, boarded the wreck| 
and liRed her over the side to the arms of two more strong 
sailors. She was immediately followed by Captain AsU- 
mead and his mate, and the poor, stark, frozen bodies of 
Mrs. Shreve and her boy were left to find a burial with 
the wreck of the Stella. There was no other way, for 
every second was precious, and the long-boat could be 
freighted only with those whom there was hope of 
saving. 

^ My mother and Nathan, Captsdn Ashmead I you ha^ 
left them," cried Edna. 

** My poor girl, they are already at rest. The sea will 
bury your dead." 

" Frozen ! Dead ! And I am alone in this cruel world I 
O captain, throw me overboard," moaned the poor girL 
And the only two living souls that even knew her name 
were so nearly unconscious from cold and exhaustion as to 
be unable to soothe her agony with words. 

In the comfortable cabin of the brig Champion every 
attention was bestowed upon the survivors of the Stella 
that the generous kindness of the ship's officers could 
suggest. 

The gale had so far subsided by midday on the 22d 
that the Champion was got under way, and her captain 
made all possible despatch to place his patients under the 
care gf a physician. Hanthrop being the nearest port 
where suitable medical attendance could be found, he 
made for that place, and arrived there iu less than twelve 
hours after leaving Carrhaven roads. The survivors of the 
Stella were at once conveyed to the " Bonsecour Home," 
and Dr. Stephen Howell was called to attend them; but 
as only two of them. Captain Ashmead and Edna Shreve, 
will find further place in this story, -we V\)iV «vtk^^ va»^ 
that John Hilton escaped with the loaa oi oxia ^ooX» ^xA 



14 DR. howbll's family. 

three fingers. Poor Dick Bryan lost both feet and 
hand, and Michael Reardon one limb to the knee, and 
hand ; and in the Marine Asylum, where they have foui 
home^ they still relate to wondering, sympathizing m 
the h errors of tho wreck of the Stella. 
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CHAPTER IL 
DB. Howell's family. 



** She doeth little kindnesses 
Which most leave undone, or despise; 
For nought that sets one heart at ease, 
And gireth happiness or peace, 
Is low esteemed in her eyes." 

Lowell. 



Db. Howell sat with his wife and children in as pleas- 
ant a parlor as a contented and quiet heart could desire. 
It was not embellished with expensive furniture nor costly 
pictures, but the harmonious adaptation of every article in 
the room to the needs and tastes of its occupants made it a 
most attractive place. Books, rare engravings, and flower- 
ing plants met the eye on all sides, while a bright coal fire 
in an open grate gave a cheerfully warm welcome to the 
doctor when he came in from his evening round of calls. 

"We have the prospect of delightfully cold, frosty 
weather for Christmas," said Diantha Howell, the doctor's 
daughter, more for the purpose of drawing her father into 
conversation than because she deemed the remark original 
or worthy of utterance. 

" Who ever heard of delightfully cold weather?" queried 
Mrs. Howell, with a shrug of her shoulders and a peculiar 
tone of voice, telling a sensitive ear that the doctor's wife 
had a mind of her own, and never echoed another's opinloua 
if she could 6nd a shadow of an excuse fov tf\Ser«v^. 

« WAy, mother, it sometimes Beema V.o m^ ^^ ^^ ^^ 
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cheerful comfort and warmth of our home were greutly en* 
. hanced by frost upon the windows and stinging cold out* 
/ pide. Christmas would be stale and flat if it came in 
August ; and then in a hot, sultry day we should lose the 
pleasure of carrying mittens, and mufflers, and jackets, and 
shawls to our poor." And Diantha cast an admiring glance 
at the generous pile of warm things upon her work-tf.ble, 
the larger part of which were the products of her own deft 
hands. 

"You forget, child, that if we had warm weather all- the 
time, your poor people wouldn't need those presents." 

" That's true ; but they might need things instead which 
wouldn't be half so pleasant to make or give. Now, the 
most agreeable part of Christmas for me will be the distri- 
liution of these gifts to-morrow, because I know each one 
of my poor people's wants so well, and have made and se- 
lected these articles especially for them." 

" How do you know but Mrs. Jenks will have half a 
dozen sacqnes and hoods given her, besides those which 
you have spent so much precious time upon ? " asked Mrs. 
Howell. 

"And Tommy Jenks will swap his mittens and scarf for 
a jackknife with the first boy that wants to trade," added 
Miss Louise Goodenow, with a faint echo of her mother's 
tone and manner. 

It may be as well to say here, that, although Diantha was 
the doctor's eldest child, inheriting many qualities of his 
heart and brain, her half-sister, Louise Goodenow, was Mrs. 
Howell's eldest and favorite. Mrs. Howell was a young 
widow with a handsome face, and a chaiming little girl, 
and a pretty fortune of her own, when Dr. Howell was 
called in to attend the child. 

He found little Lou seriously ill with scarlatina, and the 
j^oun^ mother pale and interesting in \iet m^oV^'^^^^^* 
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varely looks more lovely than when ministering to 

icessities of pain and saffering, and the anxious 

^or her child which shone in Mrs. Goodenow's bright 

"I added the charm of expression to a face that was 
.tiful in coloring and features. Dr. Howell had an 

^t's eye and a susceptible nature ; and what sooner stirs 
a generous, manly soul than the sight of a beautiful wo- 
man, suffering, grieved, and alone in the world ? 

What wonder, when there was no longer need for pro- 
fessional calls, that Dr. Howell accepted the grateful moth- 
er's invitation to call as a friend ? 

Then came the winter evenings, and the young doctor 
had more leisure than was conducive to his professional 
reputation, and Mrs^ Goodenow was fond of poetry, and 
the doctor read well. 

It was so pleasant for Mrs. Goodenow to find a friend in 
the physician who had probably saved the life of her 
darling child — and such a friend, with a nature tender, 
generous, and sympathetic enough to understand her griei^ 
that as a matter of course she told him the story of her 
life; — the sweet, beautiful dream of wedded happiness 
which she enjoyed with her dear, departed Arthur, who 
lived scarcely a year after their marriage, and was called 
away before little Lou's eyes had looked upon his noble 
face. 

The story was so brokenly and touchingly told, inter- 
rupted so frequently with tears, which were soon dried, 
' that the third time its pathetic variations fell upon the 
doctor's ears, the strongholds of his heart yielded, and the 
beautiful widow's tears flowed no longer. 

Before little Lou had counted the days of her second 
summer, her mamma had laid aside the "grief that boiled 
over in billows of crape " — had fowai. \j\i\Xfe ^"a^\w ^>xA 
talle, orange iSowerSf and delicate shades m<.x^ vcvV^xwvss^ 

2 



18 DR. HO well's family. 

with her peculiar style of features and comp. 
sombre hue of her serge and crape ; and so 
weeds and grief were buried beneath the beco 
trimsseau of Mrs. Stephen Howell. 

It was not a pleasant awakening from the doc 
sweet dream of love, to find that beneath the fair 
of his wife there was much selfishness, much world 
bition and pride, little intelligence and less love. Bu 
awakening was mercifully slow, and his vision was 
cleared from the cobwebs of fancy until the father's lo . 
for his ^rst-born child came to soothe the husband's disap 
pointment. 

Soon after the birth of his child the doctor's heart had 
l>een awakened, enlarged, and purified by the power of 
divine love ; his life was a beautiful illustration of that 
vvisdom which is " first pure, then peaceable, gentle, and 
easy to be entreated, full of mercy and good works." 

His practice was also increasing rapidly, and the duties 
of his profession and the love for his child left in his heart 
little room for repinings. 

Twenty years have passed since Dr. Howell took the 
beautiful widow and her little Louise to his heart and 
home, and we now raise the curtain and reveal the sancti- 
ties of that home only to show by contrast the beauty of 
that charity which "sufiereth long and is kind" — to por- 
tiay that pure religion which enables its possessor '^to 
kiiep himself unspotted from the world." 

. Dr. Howell is fifty years of age ; his face much improved 
by that expression which intelligent culture, charity, 
eanaest work, and victory over self leave, despite his gray 
hairs and furrowed cheeks. Looking at him, you would 
see only the noble, generous manhood stamped upon his 
face, and would forget to notice whether his hair were 

'n^ bis beard grajj or bia features regxilar. "Bu\. -^oxx <io\iX^ 
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Woman r r observe that Mrs. Howell's beauty was in a most 
the ntr - cjie state of preservation, considering she was the 
love 1 ;of the elegant Miss Goodenow. Her maturity had 
eye& »f the sweet Indian summer charm which we some- 
Vear* 'vsee in faces softened by silver hair, subdued by sor- 
xti -.ind elevated by thought. You were at once made 
" ii^cious — and somehow you intuitively felt that the lady 
rself was keenly alive to the agreeable fact — that Mrs, 
^ 'ir. Howell was well dressed and fine-looking. She was a 
'professing Christian, and if all things favored, went to 
church every Sabbath morning ; paid monthly sums to the 
charitable institutions of the church; and when an old 
garment was no longer serviceable, she gave it to the Dor- 
cas Society, to be made over for some poor person. All 
her charities flowed through the legitimate church chan- 
nels. She did not approve of hunting up poor, worthless 
creatures, whom nobody knew anything about, to spend 
time and money upon. 

Miss Louise Goodenow was very like her mother, pos- 
sessing even greater physical beauty, with the added charm 
of youth and accomplishments. She did many things well 
and gracefully, as indeed she well might do, living as she 
did for her own selfish gi-atification, and studying no one's 
pleasure but her own. Having a decided taste for music, 
she had cultivated it until she had acquired an artistic 
style of execution quite above the comprehension of com- 
mon minds ; and she rarely condescended to play a popular, 
favorite air for the pleasure of those who could not ap- 
preciate classical music. Then her reading and pronuncia- 
tion of French were iilmost equal to a Parisian's ; so at least 
Monsieur Sonrelle had often assured her. She crocheted 
and embroidered unexceptionably, and always had aom.e 
dainty bit of work ready to take up if \iet i^t^lcXag^ ^^>a» ^iaar 
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turbed by callera, some of whom were envious enough to 
affirm that this industrious habit was only a pretext for 
riiowing to advantage a pretty, white hand. There were 
certain seasons of the year when Miss Goodenow was re- 
ligiously inclined, and went to church so becomingly and 
fashionably attired that many of her less favored sisters 
forgot the object for which they were assembled, in admi- 
ration of this well-dressed worshipper. 

Diantha — "a horrible, heathenish name for a girl,'* ^ 
Mrs. Howell had affirmed, when the doctor begged to name 
his soft, pink bit of humanity for his mother. But his 
wishes prevailed, and the little one was christened by the 
father's love Diantha, Daisy, or Di, just as his mood might 
dictate ; and now, when the owner of this name is in- 
troduced to my readers, she is nineteen years of age, -^ 
three years younger than her half-sister, — and so fre- 
quently overlooked in the presence of that elegant young 
lady, that she has doubtless acquired the habit of forgetting 
self, as there never lived a young maiden who seemed less 
conscious of personal attractions and merits. If she has 
any beauty, it is rather the effect of soul than of features, 
and cannot be described; you will catch glimmerings of 
her style here and there, as the incidents of this story shall 
develop her character. She is not accomplished, like Miss 
Goodenow, but does a little of everything so well that she 
is constantly running at the beck and call of each member 
of the family. 

Stephen Howell, Jr., an intelligent, healthy young sopho- 
more, overflowing with animal spirits, sentiment, poetry, 
and fun, two years younger than Diantha, and not only her 
pride and pet, but her especial " thorn in the flesh," com- 
pletes the group gathered around the doctor's parlor fire 
on the evening of the 23d of December, 185-. 
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Diantha stood silent for some minutes after the rebuffi* 
Ahe had received from her mother and Louise, looking 
thoughtfully and lovingly upon her pile of Christmas gifls, 
while Mi-s. Howell crocheted with an energy that be- 
tokened displeasure, and the elegant Miss Goodenow 
studied the ^shion-plate of a new magazine. 

** Stephen, you must help me in the distribution of my 
^fls to-moiTOW," said Diantha, turning to her brother, 
who was lost in the pages of " David Copperfield." 

^Mu8t^ a word which, used by the goddess Diana, has 
no variation of mood or tense ; I shall have no choice but 
to obey." 

^ O, thank you ! and remember, I must have a horse and 
sleigh at the door as early as two o'clock." 

" Your wishes are my law," answered Stephen, with a 
mock military salute. 

"Daisy, you must not make such a disposal of your time 
that you cannot give me two hours to-morrow." 

" I am never so busy, father, but I can make time for 
your wants. What hours will suit you best ? " 

" From ten till twelve in the morning. I want you to 
go with me to the Bonsecour Home ; I have some difficult 
work to do there, and your strong little hands can help me. 
Thpre is a child there that needs you." 

* I will be ready, father." 

** Now, doctor, don't take Di where there's any danger 
from infectious diseases. It is bad enough for you to go to 
infirmaries, hospitals, retreats, and houses of refuge ; but to 
drag a delicate young lady into contact with all sorts of 
low, worthless, vulgar, and diseased people, is shocking." 
Mi*s. Howell's looks and tones expressed more disgust than 
her words ; and Miss Goodenow's echo of " Very shock- 
ing! I wouldn't put myself in the 'wa^ o? ^^^\w^%ci\s^a.^ 
SUh and suffering for any money ^'^ ad^ieSi ^xxi^'a.ivak Vi ^^s^ 
^ maiefnal disapproval. .^ 

... •-■ -^ 
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The doctor's face showed that he had buckled on an 
armor that was proof against opposition. 

" m take good care of Daisy ; there's a poor little waif 
from the wreck Stella, who needs just the kind of comfort 
that Daisy can give. Did you see the account of the wreck 
in the morning papers?" 

There was no response excepting from Di ; she had seen 
the account. And then the doctor told the story as he 
had gathered it from Captain Ashmead, with many touch- 
ing details not found in the "Morning News" — told it so 
graphically, and with such hearty sympathy, that Mrs. 
Howell's crocheting dropped when he described little 
Nathan's last good night. The doctor's wife had shed 
some natural tears over two little graves ; her grief some- 
what modified by remembering that, " whom the gods love 
die young." Miss Louise laid down her fashion-book and 
made appropriate exclamations. Diantha's brown eyes 
overflowed with tears, and the young sophomore found it 
necessary to take observations of the weather from behind 
the window curtains. 
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CHAPTER in. 

THB BOKSBCOUB BOKB, 

** I oount this thing: to be grandly tnie — 
That a noble deed is a step towards Qod, 
Lifting the soul from the common sod 
To a purer air and a broader view." 

J. Q. Holland 

Thb day before Christmas was, as Diantba had predicted, 
delightfully cold ; but wrapped warmly and walking vigor- 
ously by her father's side, she looked as if she could defy 
the winter's frost in any region south of Greenland. 

The doctor was in one of his silent moods, and his 
daughter knew by one glance at his face that some patient 
was giving him anxious thought and study. He had no 
eyes for the gay Christmas wreaths which decorated the 
handsome houses on Hawthorn Avenue and Locust Street ; 
never turned to look at the skaters on the common, and 
gave no heed to the passers-by, even when accosted by a 
friend's good morning. 

But Diantha had eyes and ears for all, and put a dou- 
ble sweetness and cordiality into her smiles of recognition, 
because of her father's abstraction. Her quick sympathies 
flowed out in harmony with the brisk, merry, cheerful life 
of the morning. She stopped once or twice to touch the 
dimpled cheek of a child, and once to pick up an unfortu- 
nate ui'chin, whose feet had gone astray, and with quick 
steps she rescued the apple lost by t\ie\>o^ \\i\C\^ ^^^ ^kA 
restored it to the red, chubby hand o? XXi^ o^xv^^ ^\^ ^ 
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kind, encouraging pat upon his shoulder, and an assurance 
that he was " all right now." 

Diantha was no stranger at the Bonsecour Home, and as 
she passed from room to room 'with her father, her bright 
face and hopeful words seemed to infuse new life to each 
patient; many voices blessed her, and many worn, pale 
faces were lighted with grateful emotion as she passed 
along. 

" Wh*re shall I find the child you spoke of, father ? " 

"In the west? wing; but I'm not ready for you to go 
there yet. Come with me first to the operating room. Is 
your pulse cool and steady this morning? Give me your 
hand ; you are a strong little woman, Daisy." 

" I hope I can be both brave and strong when such traits 
. are needed." 

P Every assistant in the Home knew that Dr. Howell's 
time was precious, and his work was usually ready for him 
when he entered the operating room. His words to his 
patients were few, but hearty; to his assistants, plain, 
decided, and peremptory. There was no hesitation of 
voice or manner about Dr. Howell; his keen, clear brown 
eyes seemed to read at a glance the necessities of the case, 
and the means to be used for the relief of the sufierer. 

" Diantha, I am going to introduce you to the captain of 
the wrecked Stella, and if amputation of one of his limbs 
is necessaiy, I want you to hold one of his hands, and cheer 
him with your words and presence." 

The doctor's long practice had taught him that a wo- 
man's presence by the couch of sufiering gave strength 
and courage to the patient. 

"Good morning. Captain Ashmead; I've brought my 
daughter to see you." 

" Thank you ; Miss Howell is welcome." 

TJbe doctor's good morning was bardVy w\A.^t^^\i^iat^Vkft 
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was removing bandages firom the captain's limbs, which 
had been badly frost-bitten, talking cheerfully meanwhile. 

**Ay, captain, you'll come out from the perils of that 
wreck not much the worse for the wear and tear. We 
shall save your hands, but one foot must go; and the 
sooner we get rid of the offending member, the better it 
will be for the whole body. This young lady, who has a 
marvellous amount of strength when circumstances demand 
it, will stand by your couch and hold your hands. Shall 
Moore administer chloroform while I work ? " 

" No ; I have no fear of pain, or of losing self-control ; but 
won't the sight of such an operation be too great a shock 
to Miss Howell?" 

" She will stand with her back to the work and her eyes 
upon your face, so as to give me warning if you attempt 
to faint ; and besides, Diantha has been made familiar with 
all kinds of suffering. I can trust her." 

Diantha, foitified with hartshorn and stimulants for the 
use of the patient, moved to the side of the couch which 
her father assigned her, and took one of the captain's 
rough, bronzed hands in both her own ; she lent him the 
light of her clear, truthful eyes, and the sound of her soft, 
musical voice. There were hope, strength, and courage in 
both eyes and voice for the sufferer. 

Dr. Howell's work was quickly performed, with a rare 
union of skill, precision, and tenderness; and when it was 
completed, he turned and took his daughter's place, 

sayingj — 

"You've borne it bravely, my good friend, and you 

should be very thankful to escape with the loss of one 
foot. In these days of cork limbs and modern improve- 
ments, such a loss is not so serious as it was formerly. I'U 
look in again upon you to-night, and leif at\. >(Jafe c^oraSJjiHiSsvi. 
o£ Hilton to you. Keep cool and qovetj ?«\dSS.\JcL^^^^^5ssri- 
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thing this little woman can do by way of reading or 
writing letters for you, she's most happy to be of service." 

Diantha's eyes turned gratefully to her father for a mo- 
ment, while she mutely thanked him for his appreciation 
of her willingness ; and then, with a charming blending of 
womanly dignity and girlish timidity, she assured the 
captain of her wish to serve him. 

Captain Ashmead attempted to express his gratitude, 
but Dr. Howell enforced silence, telling him Diantha was 
neither to read nor write for him until all danger of fever 
had passed. 

And then he led his daughter from the room, taking her 
to the suffering child in the west wing, and bidding her 
remain until called for. 

What hungry, eager eyes met Diantha's when she bent 
over the couch of the poor little girl ! 

" She's been wandering and unconscious all night. Miss 
Howell," answered the nurse, when questioned by Diantha 
about her charge ; " but I reckon she's sensible this morn- 
ing. I'm uncommon glad you've come, for there's some- 
thing more the matter with the child than fever. She has 
been here since yesterday morning, crying and fretting her- 
self into this state ; and it's my honest opinion she hasn't 
had a minute's sleep, nor swallowed a mouthful of food, 
fiince she was taken off the wreck. Do you know if she's 
a foreigner ? " 

" No ; I have asked no questions about the child ; please 
go and prepare me a bowl of arrowroot, nurse, and let 
me see if I cannot persuade her to eat." 

Diantha's tender hands were at once employed about 

the child, bathing her face and smoothing her light, tangled 

curls, while she talked to her in that gentle, winning way 

which none knew better how to use than the doctor's 

daughter. 
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" We shall soon have you running aboat again, my little 
girl. What is your name ? " 

" Edna Shreve ; but I never want to get well." 

** You think so now because you are weak and suffering, 
and yon miss your dear mamma so much. I've heard all 
about the dreadful wreck, and I've come to help you and 
comfort you." 

** I don't want to be helped, and nobody can comfort 
me," sobbed the child. 

**Let me see what I can do for you, my dear. Who 
knows but I can help you to be as blithe and merry as a 
bu-d, again ? " 

"Tou didn't know my mamma nor Nathan, and you 
can't know how dreadful it is to be all alone in this world." 

" I know it must be veiy dreary, lonely, and sad for you, 
Edna; but somebody has promised to care for orphans. 
Do you know who?" 

*' Perhaps I do ; but He hasn't cared for me, or He 
would /I't have let the cruel sea rob me of all I had." 

** We will talk about that when you are better. If God 
has taken your mamma and your brother, He has sent me 
to you to be your friend, and I promise to love ^you and 
• care for you ; can you do one little thing to please me ? " 

Diantha had drawn the Jittle girl up in her arms, and 
was looking at her with eyes so full of loving entreaty, that 
the child, who had resisted every effort of Mrs. Wyman to 
make her comfortable, said s^ would try. 

**I was almost sure you woRd; little girls are generally 
very willing to do what I think is best and right. Now 
take one tea-spoonful of this warm arrowroot gruel." 

Edna complied, but her hysterical sobs made it almost 
impossible for her to swallow, and Diantha saw that the 
nervous excitement of her system must b^ 'aW^'^^^ Vv^fet^ 
noxmshmeDt could avail. She lieVd \\i^ ^oVcJ\w^ Ooi^^ 
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against her bosom, soothing her with tender words and 
caresses, until Dr. Howell had completed his professional 
round of calls, and came to look after his little patient. 
He needed but a minute's survey of her quivering, fever- 
flushed face, with his fingers upon the throbbing veins of 
her forehead. 

"Has she taken any nourishment, nurse?" asked the 
doctor. 

" Not a drop from my hands, sir ; Miss Howell got her 
to take a spoonful" 

"Then Miss Howell must persuade her to take this 
powder ; and you must give her a warm sponge bath im- 
Dxediatel)ir Keep her head cool, and give her your most 
tender care." 

Edna's sobs had grown less frequent and hysterical, but 
it was with great difficulty she succeeded in swallowing the 
spoonful of water in which the powder had been dissolved. 

" We n^ust leave yotf-now, Edna; but if you will try to 
be quie^. • j^d do what Mrs. Wyman thinks is best for you, 
•this youqg Tady shall come agaiiMo-morrow." 

"Yes, Edna, I will come to-morrow, and every day 
while you are sick ; and I will try to come this evening 
and bring you some nice nourishment, and hold you again 
in my arms, and perhaps sing for you, if you are fond of 
ainging ? " 

The child made no reply, and , it was pitiful to see the 
5 worn, grieved, hungry look^fcftbte face she buried in the 
pillow when Diantha laid h^rDaek upon the couch. 

" I have no more work of this kind for you to-day, Di, 
and I hope I am not taxing your strength nor your 
sympathies too severely," said the doctor, when ttfey had 
gained the street. 

" It does me good to share your work, father, and to feel 
that yon can trxk'&t me, and that I'm oi ^om^ w^^ vn the 
world. '' 



t ™ 
*" 
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**In my opinion there's no surer safeguard against 
disease than occupation for mind and body. Concentra- 
tion of thought upon one's own selfish gratification dwarfs 
the intellect, blunts the moral sense, and enfeebles the 
body, while a moderate amount of work for others, an 
interest in their pursuits, and a conscientious endeavor so 
to live that the world may recognize in us the spirit of 
Him who w«it about doing good, will lift one's soul into a 
purer atmosphere.^ They walked in silence for some min- 
utes through' the gay, bustling throng that now filled the ' 
streets; but the tempting displays in the shop windows 
and the festive preparations for Christmas could not 
banish from their thoughts the sad picture of suffering at 
the Bonsecour Home. 

^ I wish we had that poor Edna Shreve in one of our 
quiet chambers," said the doctor, when they had entered a 
street where conversation could be resumed. 

"O, father, 'tis just what I've -been longing for, ever 
since I saw the state she was in. Mrs. Wyraan's ways are 
nPb soothing and gentle enough for a child -sj delicate, 
nervous, and torn with giief as Edna is. Do you think we 
ipight manage it ? " 

" There \ire ifs to be considered ; your mother will object, 
and not without reason. She will be unwilling that so 
much care should fall on you; and that her systematic 
housekeeping should be thrown into disorder will really . 
be a trial to her nerves. Jane and Ellen will be very 
likely to send in a ' notice ' if^e take a sick child into our 
&mily ; but you needn't give the subject anymore thought, 
m consider it carefully, and talk it over with your mother 
this evening." 

But the subject had taken such a deep hold on Diantha's 
thoughts that it was impossible to thrust, \\i m&^^^cA^'^ 
preoccupied was she in thinking ovet \ja,^%^xv^XBaa»s»^^'^ 
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the preservation of Edna, that on reaching home he 
mother noticed her silence, and remarked thereon, — 

"Diantha is all worn out with her morning's worl 
doctor; you'll ruin her health by taking her to witnee 
scenes of suffering that are depressing her spirits and keep 
ing- her sympathies constantly excited. Such eraploymen 
is entirely unsuited to her years and to her position i 
society. Now, Di, I want you to go to your rbora and resi 
instead of taking your presents to the Jenks family." 

It would not have been in harmony with Mrs. Howeir 
character if she had permitted an occasion like this to pas 
without expressing her disapprobation. Dr. Howell sai 
the look of disappointment that crept into Diantha's face 
and came to her rescue. 

" Let me prescribe for Daisy, my dear. She would bettc 
go to her room and lie down for a half hour, and Jane muj 
send her up a cup of hot coffee and a lunch ; and afler tha 
I think she might be allowed to go out and distribute he 
gifts. The ride, the fi-esh air, and the pleasure of making 
others happy, will be the best tonic for her." 

** She'll take your prescription, of course. I didn't expec 
my advice would have a straw's weight. But I would Hk 
to know what she's been doing this morning." 

" Only taking a step towards that heaven which we botl 
hope to gain, Mary ; and for her authority and encourage 
ment she has this injunction : ^But to do good and to com 
municate forget not ; for wi^ such sacrifices God is wei 
pleased.'" 
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CHAPTER IV. 
diantha's Hissioir. 



<* Blessing she is : God made her so t 
And deeds of week-day holiness 
Fall firom her noiseless as the snow; 
Nor hath she ever chanced to know 
That aught were easiei tha^o bless.'* 

V " ^ Lowell. 




"What new victim of the^SpKld's rough usage has kept 
you a half hour from your appointment, and, as a matter of 
course, deprived a dozen poor wretches of a half hour's 
pleasure in the possession of this heap of rubbish, which 
you call Christmas gifts ? " 

** Have I really kept you waiting, Stephen ? Til tell you 
what made me late after you've helped carry these pack- 
ages to the sleigh, and we are fairly off." 

" Grant an ell and yield a yard," answered Stephen ; and 
with comical grimaces, and. protestations against being 
made a porter of, he helped his sister fill the sleigh with 
her "rubbish." 

She understood his feigned reluctance well enough to 
know that the service he was rendering her was not with- 
out its pleasure for him. 

"Well, Di, now that we are 'fairly off,' tell me what 
made you late, and what has given your eyes such a wist- 
ful, absent kind of stare, as if your viaioii \^2i.Oci^^\i^^<5reA 
this mundane sphere,^ 
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" Now, Stephen, come down from your sophomoric stiltSi 
and talk common sense." 

" Thank you for presuming that I have the ability to do 
80 ; and now for the reasons." 

" You heard father say that a young girl was saved from 
the wreck of the Stella ? Well, I've been to see her, and 
she is such a forlorn, miserable, suffering little creature that 
my heart aches for her." 

" That organ you are pleased to call your heart ought 
to be proof against pain. What does the * creature ' look 
like ? " 

"Her face and eyes were so red with weeping, and so 
swollen from the effects of her exposure in that dreadful 
storm, that; one couraL hardly imagine how she would look 
if she were m a heaJw^Bjjj^tion of mind and body ; but 
I should think she wasfljj^pslender, dark-eyed girl, with 
a great quantity of ligtt^iBrgled hair." 

"In fact, quite a heroine for a romancer. Tou know 
girls in novels always have a great deal of hair — especially 
in women's novels : you make her so much of a character 
that I can see 

* Her hair, like the brown sea-weed, 
On the billows fall and rise.* 

And I dare say, like the skipper's daughter, — 

* Blue are her eyes as the fairy flax, 
And her cheeks like the dawn of day.* 

How old mav this wonderful maiden be ? " 

" Not far from twelve, I think ; but you will not hear 
anything more about her while you are in such a trifling 
mood." 

•* What injustice I to suppose I could be otherwise than 
eenousj when your description lias biow^ht so vividly 
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before me the ill-fated maiden of the ' Wreck of the Hes- 
perus.' I shall never be understood." 

** That will be no great loss to the world ; but please try 
to understand me now. I wish you to turn your horse's 
head into the next street on the right, and draw rein before 
a low, brown house; and then you will remain in the 
sleigh while I deliver these packages." 

" Straight forward and pointed as an arrow from Diana's 
quiver should be ; I shall perform your royal bidding." 

*'This is the place; I will not detain you long;" and 
Diantha, with as many packages as she could well carry, 
disappeared within the brown house. 

It would be difficult to find a mqge touching picture of 
poverty than was presented t^)iantha's vision when the 
door was opened to admit l^^Hlp & small room, not more 
than twelve by fourteen feeJjHRpining eight persons. 

Extreme poverty usually pr B wt f fs a hard, repellent aspect, 
not only in the faces of its victims, but in all their sur- 
roundings. But in this Jenks family its heavy hand had 
not crushed out all hope — all regard to outward appear- 
ances ; it had lefl upon the face of the mother, and the 
children who huddled around her, a pathetic, appealing look, 
as if asking one's sympathy, rather than substantial aid. 

It was an American family, one saw at a glance ; their 
nationality was not only stamped upon their regular 
features, pallid complexions, shrewd eyes, and thin lips, 
but in the shrinking sensitiveness with which they ac- 
cepted chaiity — a pride which would almost sooner starve 
than beg, and which used every device for concealing the 
most threadbare side of their hard lot. The cleanliness 
of the room and its occupants, from the patched but 
scrupulously clean garments of the mother and children to 
the neatly-scrubbed floor and stove, all \.o\i \3tifc %\CTr| .52!^ 
Ifew England birth and pride. 

8 
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Three or four wooden chairs, a table, and a rude conoh 
comprised the furniture; and upon this couch lay the 
fether of the family — a man not more than forty years of 
age, prostrated by rheumatism, which, depriving him of the 
power of locomotion, seemed grudgingly to allow him the 
use of his hands. These were employed, when not too 
much swollen or stiffened with pain, in making baskets, 
crude and homely in their manufacture, and used for home- 
ly purposes. The scanty products of the sale of these 
baskets and of the mother's needle were the only income of 
the family ; rent, fuel, food, and clothing for eight persons 
to be obtained with such scanty means, and only when 
circumstances favored, did the united earnings of both 
parents amount to six dollars per week. They hired two 
small rooms, for which they were obliged to pay four dol- 
l^TB per month ; one of these rooms was the sleeping apart- 
ment of six members of the family, while the two boys 
found " tired Nature's sweet restorer " on a sack of straw 
in the common dwelling-room. 

Mrs. Jenks would still have been in the glory of her 
summer-time had she not been prematurely aged with sor- 
row, sickness, and hard work. Now, at thirty-five, her 
hair is thin and lined with gray, her cheeks pale and hol- 
low, and heavy purple shadows lie under her dark eyes. 
During the fifteen years of her married life she has given 
birth to eight children ; two having died in infancy, four 
little scrofulous heirs of poverty and labor stand shivering 
and shrinking around their mother when Diantha enters the 
room, while one little cripple is held in her arms, and a 
rude wicker basket contains the baby. 

" Qood afternoon, Mrs. Jenks. I hope vou are all com- 
fortably well to-day." 

" Thank you, Miss Howell. Mr. Jenks is rather more 
popriy than nsaal this week ; he hasn'ti been able to use hii 
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hands siny Monday. The baby bas been ailing, and little 
Susie has the influenza." 

Diantha deposited her bundle upon the table, went to 
Mr. Jenks's couch, and spoke a few cheery, hearty words 
to him, listened kindly to his wailing account of the week's 
pain and disappointment, and then turned to the expectant 
faces of the children, kissing one, kindly patting another, 
and speaking a pleasant word to all. Then she drew Mrs. 
Jenks aside, and with delicate tact gathered from her a 
history of their most pressing wants. 

^ Indeed, we haven't a whole dollar in the house. Miss 
Howell, nor so much as a hod full of coal ; but Tommy and 
Fred have been promised some baskets of chips from the 
carpenter's shop on Ferry Street, and they're going direct- 
ly for them." 

" What about the rent ? " 

** We are owing for the last month, and another month will 
be due the last day of the year. We have not tasted meat, 
nor tea, nor coffee, for more than a week; but we havf3 had 
plenty of potatoes and a little meal. Mrs. Manson sent me 
a barrel of potatoes the day before Thanksgiving: she ia 
very kind to me, and gives me a deal of sewing to do ; but 
she's close in her pay for work, and doesn't always remem- 
ber that poor folks need their pay as soon as the work is 
done : she's been owing me five dollars nearly a month, 
and I haven't dared ask her for it, because she gave me the 
potatoes and some clothes for Tommy and Fred, that her 
boys bad cast off." 

" Bessie and Mary didn't come to my class yesterday." 

** No ; they were obliged to stay in because they lent 
their shoes to Tommy and Fred, who went for chips. 
And, Miss Howell, I'm sorry to tell you that I can't make 
them comfortable or decent to go on the €^iX^\t ^j^sl^Xs^ 
the cold weather Jasts. Bessie muat go oxx\i \a Xmsw^^isA 
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carry my work aod her father'^* and though sl^s, patient' 

and never fi*ets, I often find her crying ^becatiSe^Mt^^^^^ ^ 
BO different from that of other girls.'*' ^ - 

** Have you as much sewing as you can do at present?" 

" More than I can do while Harvey and the children arj 
BO miserable. Susie is so fretful with pain that Viji often 
obliged to walk the room half the night with her; and you 
know she is scarcely out of the arms pf i^essie, Mary, or 
myself through the day, and baby is so cross with her 
teething, we have a hard time of it,?-^ 

^ You must, indeed, Mrs. Jenks. t Fll 4sk father to look 
in this evening ; perhaps he can give the children some- 
thing to relieve and quiet them." 

^ He has taken a deal of trouble for us, and done us a 
world of good that we can never pay him for." 

"Never mind that. You shall see me again the day 
after to-morrow, and I'll send Robert around with a basket 
in the morning. I hope you'll find the Chiistmas gifts I 
have brought useful." 

" Nothing you could bring would be amiss, there are so 
many mouths to feed, and provisions and coal are so high. 
O, Miss Howell, I don't want to trouble you, and I'm very 
grateful for all you do ; but how we shall get through the 
winter God only knows." 

"Please let the thought comfort you that God does 
know. I will try to interest some charitable ladies in your 
affairs. Good by." 

Only one more room where Diantha is a frequent visitor 
BhiAl reveal its hitherto unwritten history to our readers. 
It is in a wooden tenement block on Ferry Street, half 
basement or cellar; on one side only light entere through 
small, patclied panes of glass, so scantily that one asks if 
heaven's light is a luxury too expensive for God's poor. 
There ia a Jeoent-iooking bed in the xooxx^^ixl o\^ <^Vi^«t of 
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cracked cooking Bt6ye ; and aa near the old stove as two 
chairs can be drawn sit the two old occupants of this 
room, sisters, who have nearly counted their* threescore and 
ten years. So remarkably alike are they in features and 
expression, or, rather, in want of expression, that they 
are often mistaken the one for the other by the few 
Chrisdan friends who cross their humble threshold. Poor 
in this world's goods, weak in body and feeble in intel- 
lect, yet they are rich in hope and faith, and in that 
knowledge ^ whooe price is above rubies.^ Knitting 
coarse leggins and mittens for teamsters, and making the 
cheap Qotton overalls worn by laborers, furnish employ- 
ment for their hard, bony hands, and brings them in an 
occasional dollar ; but their main dependence is the charity 
of a few benevole/it ladies. Diantha's presence brought 
warmth and light to the poor old dames, and the sound of 
her step and voioe was music to their uneducated ears. 

^ Bless you, Miss Howell I come with your hands full, 
I'll warrant. It's like you to thihk of us on a day Jike this,** 
exclaimed Martha Keith, whose tongue was a trifle more 
fluent than her sister's. And as they touched the woollen 
garments that Diantha's hand had fashioned for them, 
tears dropped from their faded eyes into wrinkles, that 
looked as if they had been the channels of bitter waters ; 
but the tears shed over Diantha's useful gifts did not 
deepen the wrinkles in the withered faces of Martha and 
Sylvia Keith. In reply to Miss Howell's kind inquiries 
after their welfare, Martha's gratitude found expression in 
words as well as tears. 

" We are toler'bly well, thank you, Miss HovelL Silvy 
has the rheumatiz now and then, and I have my old cough, 
but we're a deal better off than thouftatvd^oi o>iSck«t%\%xA^ft 
Jong SB we can bobble out to meetixi^ o\i&\»i9^^'^^^s^'^^ 
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prayea meetin's on week days, we're thankful, and have 
nothin to complain of. Ay, miss, it's meat and drink for 
poor old souls like us to hear Elder Dinsmore preach ; and, 
an I often tell Silvy, Deacon Sage's prayers carry us 
e'enamost to heaven." 

** You have decided to remain in this poor room through 
the winter, rather than share the comforts of the Old 
Ladies' Home.'* 

"Well, yes, I may say we have. You see, miss, the 
Home is so far from our meetin', and we'd rather go 
without some comforts for our bodies than starve our 
Bonis ; and besides, we are only used to each other, and 
we're wonted to this place. I hope you won't think we 
are ungrateful to the ladies who offered us a place at the 
Home." 

"No, Martha; but. we think you'd bjB more comfortable 
there. You must always let us know when you are need- 
ing anything." 

The blessings of the poor old women followed the young 
One when she left them^and if her hands were wearied and 
her brain oppressed with thought when she returned to 
hei^ father's fireside, her heart had been enriched, and a 
round of that ladder gained by which the soul rises " to a 
purer air and a broader view." 
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CHAPTER V. 

MBS. HOWBLL AT HOMB. 

** The lore of praise 
Fills life with fine amenities. Not all 
Who live nave pleasant tempers, and not aU 
The gift of gracious manners, or the lore 
Of nobler motivei higher meed than praise.'* 

J. 6. HOLLAITD. 

^ Dlantha and Stephen not in yet ? " asked Mrs. 
Howell, glancing around her well-appointed dining^oom 
OS if in search of the delinquents. 

Dr. Howell was, apparent! y,^o deeply absorbed in the 
columns of the evening pap^H|knswer her query, and 
the lady somewhat energetfl^^p pulled the bell-rope. 
When Jane answered the summons, she ordered dinner 
to be served immediately. 

" Do we dine alone, Mary ? " asked the doctor, when the 
agreeable odor of hot soup reminded him of his physical 
necessities. 

^^ Yes ; Louise has gone to dine with the Metcal&, and 
Diantha and Stephen have not returned from their mis- 
sion to the poor. I must say Fm glad of an opportunity 
to speak with you alone, though I don't suppose you'll 
allow my ideas of what is right to influence you." 

** Why, Mary, I'm always open to conviction. What's 
wrong now ? " 

" The truth is, doctor, I'm not at all «aAAs£ft^ "ss^ ^^ 
m&DDer in which Diantha is spending Vet >»XfiL%^ «b.^^ 
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know she has your encouragement. She was invited three 
days ago to visit the Metcalfs with Louise this evening, 
but wrote a note yesterday declining their invitation, be- 
cause of her numerous engagements for to-day. And what 
were her engagements ? Nothing more nor less than this 
hospital visiting, and a round of calls on poor people. It 
is impossible to make her see the importance of cultivating 
the acquaintance of such people as she would meet at the 
Metcalfs'. Then she is neglecting her music, her French, 
, and all the accomplishments that are indispensable to 
young ladies nowadays." 

" Fm sorry you can find so little to approve in Daisy. 
She seems to me quite accomplished enough for a girl of 
her years. She certainly finds time to read some excellent 
books. She converses well, and gratifies my taste in sing- 
ing; and then we couldn't ask for a more affectionate or 
obedient child." 

"Fm not complainin^^^ny lack of affection or obedi- 
mce ; and yet I think ^^^m^ traits were stronger in Di's 
character, she'd endea^^^^conform herself more to my 
wishes. What gives me most anxiety is, to see her natu- 
rally fine talents lying dormant or running to waste. You 
say her singing satisfies you, but it is not artistic, and such 
a remarkably rich, flexible voice ought to be cultivated. 
Di is not ambitious, and if you are pleased with her bal- 
lads and simple songs, she doesn't care a straw for artistic 
effect. She spends too much precious time on people who 
cannot appreciate her, and is entirely regardless of fashion 
and etiquette. In short, she's in great danger of becoming 
a religious enthusiast or a strong-minded philanthropist." 

"I have seen in Daisy only the fruits of that pure re- 
ligion and undefiled which delights in visiting ' the father- 
less and widows in their afiiiction.' Her nature is ardent 
and enthusiastic, and she must do eam^eXX^ «ccA \i«dxtiL^ 
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whatever her hands find to do. Let us encourage her, 
Usury, in her efforts to serve the Master ; the pleasures and 
&shions of this world will prove strong temptations to a 
pretty girl like Daisy, even if we use our utmost endeavors 
to keep her unspotted." 

"You don't understand me, nor sympathize with my 
desire to see our child admired and appreciated by those 
whose good opinion is worth gaining. She can have just 
as much true religion in her heart, and at the same time 
enjoy more of those innocent pleasures which are natural 
to her years, and cultivate those talents God has given her, 
so as to make herself a more useful and ornamental mem- 
ber of society. Louise is a Christian, but she is a great 
&vorite because she is so accomplished ; and I don't want 
to see such a striking contrast between my daughters, and 
know that others remark it too, when I'm sureT)iantha 
has as much talent, if it were only developed, as Louise." 

" I must have a serious talk T^^^aisy, and see if I can 
discover a lack of those graces i^^^^omplishments which 
ire the ornament of true womam^^p Her instincts have 
deemed to me so pure, and her whole nature so sweet and 
healthful, that perhaps I may have been blind to her lack 
of ambition." 

" Indeed, I think you are blind to all Diantha's faults, 
doctor; and as you are the only one who can influence her, 
I want to open your eyes. Take her dress, for instance. 
You allow her three hundred dollars a year for spending 
money, and she ought to dress very prettily on that 
amount; but she told me last week that she couldn't 
afford a new party dress for this winter, nor a new cloak ; 
and I am convinced she has spent more money on that 
Jenks family during this autumn than would be necessary 
for the new dress and cloak. It is not bec^mTi^ i^x ^ 
young lady to set at defiance the coBtomft oi i^c^&Su^ ^c^^V|< 
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If there's anything I abhor, 'tis a strong-minded woman, 
who affects independence and singularity in dress and 
manners.'' 

" Surely, there's no affectation about Daisy, or I should 
have noticed it ; and only this morning I was remarking 
how neatly and becomingly she was dressed." 

" Yes, in that old blue menno and gray cloak I She*8 
worn them both two years, doctor; and if she persists in 
wearing them another winter, they'll be as well known in 
all Hanthrop as your horse and buggy. I'll admit that 
Diantha is always neatly dressed; but she has no style, 
and looks as if she were obliged to economize ; and by the 
way, I don't think it adds to your reputation for a mem- 
ber of your family to go about sciimpingly dressed. Society 
will infOT that your profession is not lucrative enough to 
allow your family the luxuries of life." 

" We can afford to be independent of the world's infer- 
ences ; and moreover, mv dear, you and Louise dress with 
sufficient elegance toJErwtise my prosperity to the clique 
in which you move ; w|^ have no fears that my profes- 
sional reputation will suffer amongst my patients." 

" You seem to forget, doctor, that Louise and I are not 
dependent on you for the means to dress elegantly, and 
our friends are very well aware of the fact. If it were not 
for the income of my late husband's property, I should 
make but a shabby appearance on the paltry sum yon 
allow me ; and, thank Heaven, Louise is not beholden to 
either of us for money." 

Dr. Howell whistled softly, — not a polite or refined 
substitute for words, as his lady had often assured him, -— 
but the accomplishment had sometimes proved a soit ot 
safety-valve, and if not classic or elegant, it was at least 
expressive, and the doctor was a man not entirely exempt 
from hnmsai frailties. Mrs. HoweW \ia^ ^ix 'wiQ^om^ of six 
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hundred dollans per year, and Miss Louise had just twice 
that amount, and both ladies spent all but a paltry fractioo 
of their money in personal adorning and selfish pleas- 
ures. One or two dollars paid monthly to home and for- 
eign missions, — an occasional dollar to some other benevo- 
lent societies, and cast-off garments grudgingly given to 
the poor, — made up the sum of their charities, and heavy 
drafts were yearly made upon the doctor's purse to indulge 
his wife in the pleasures of a summer tour, or some expen- 
sive article of dress and ornament. 

Doubtless the doctor's whistle was inspired by the mem- 
ory of these trifling incidental expenses, and it might have 
been an expedient for raising his courage sufficiently to 
unfold his latest benevolent scheme to his wife, as the um^, 
folding followed immediately upon the decadent of the 
whistle. 

" Now, Mary, Fra afraid you'll be a little surprised to 
hear of a plan of mine, which, if carried out, will certainly 
take more of Daisy's time, for a few weeks, than all her 
other charities." The doctor hesitated a moment, as if 
hoping that a question from his fair lady might help him 
over a difficult crossing ; but there was no encouragement 
in the cold, handsome face opposite him, and he took up, 
somewhat falteringly, it must be confessed, the thread of 
his discourse. 

"I have told you how remarkably that little orphan, 
Edna Shreve, has enlisted my sympathies. Fm afraid no 
human power can save her, unless she is removed from the 
Bonsecour to a quiet home, where she can have the most 
tender and judicious treatment. Both her mind and body 
received a severe shock during that long storm and wreck, 
and she is so worn with grie^ fatigue, and fever, that she 
won't take nourishment from the nuiae'a \i&\i^<e^ ^\A\ <^^'Gk 
itdnk of no one who TToold be strong and \AiidL<^t ^y>^*^ 
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to minister to her mental and physical wants but our 
Daisy. You know this child has been cast a poor, help- 
less, orphaned waif upon our shore — " 

"You needn't say any more, Dr. Howell. I see you 
want to turn our house into a hospital, and your own 
child into a common drudge of a nurse ; but you reckoned 
without your host when planning this last quixotic move. 
Just think for a moment ! Our entire family arrangements 
to be turned topsy-turvy for a little beggar whom nobo/dy 
knows anything about — " 

"Wait a minute, Mai-y. Captain Ashmead says %er 
father was an educated man, — a teacher, — who wenft to 
Smyrna, hoping to be cured of pulmonary disease, and Was 
80 much improved by the climate, that he taught the ciiil- 
dren of the English residents there for several years, when 
again his health failed, and he died, leaving a wife and 
two interesting children helpless. The captain says Mrs. 
Shreve was hoping to find a distant relative in New Eng^ 
land who would assist her in taking care of these chil- 
dren." 

" Why can't you advertise for the relative to come and 
take care of the orphan ? I'm sure it can't be our busi- 
ness." 

" As soon as Captain Ashmead is able, he will endeavor 
to find Edna's relatives ; but meantime the child is dying." 

" And you want to put her into our best chamber with 
a Contagious fever that may be the death of us all ? Fm 
not willing to trifie with the lives of my children in such 
a fool-hardy way. Really, doctor, you and Di have min- 
gled so much with common, ill-bred people, that your 
nataral perceptions have become blunted, and you can't 
nnderstand my sensitive shrinking from disease, and Irom 
all vulgar associations." 
At this point the doctoi'B \sl&^ &\\» ^Ibabl her wordf 
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needed to be made more emphatic by the ^semblance of 
grie^" and a dainty kerchief was drawn from her pocket, 
and held before her face. The doctor ate his pudding in 
silence. One conld see that it was not an agreeable pas- 
time for him to differ from his wife, nor an easy matter to 
bury a charitable project when once it had enlisted his 
sympathies. As neither silence nor tears were Mrs. How- 
ell's most formidable weapons of defence, she soon emerged 
from behind her kerchief and gave utterance to her emo- 
tions in words. 

** Mr. Goodenow would never have asked me to torture 
my delicate sensibilities as you do. He could appreciate 
my shrinking from any contact with disease, or with vul- 
gar people." 

Dr. Howell, never having known the departed Mr. 
Goodenow, was willing, on this occasion, as in multitudes 
of previous instances, to accept in silence his wife's esti- 
mate of her first husband's appreciation. 

^ If he could speak, I'm sure he would say his only child 
ought not to be debased and humiliated by low associa^ 
tions." 

Now Dr. Howell was a man whose temper was not 
easily controlled, and his natural and spontaneous impulse 
was, to wish fervently that Mr. Goodenow might have 
been spared to protect his wife and child from contamina- 
tion ; but remembering it is always best to " leave off con- 
tention before it be meddled with," he swallowed his 
unwise impulses with the coffee that made a part of his 
dessert; then rising, he drew his wife's arm within his 
own, and led her to a sofa in the parlor, seating himself 
by her side, and taking possession of her fair, shapely, jew- 
elled hand. 

^ Mary, my intimate associations with all kinds of suffer 
iDg, poverty, and disease, may, as you «>\i^<c:;«X>^ ^ci V'SJi^ 
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blunted my perceptions that I cannot comprehend youf 
shiinking from them ; and certainly your happiness should 
be one of my first considerations. If you would go with 
me to the Bonsecour Home, and see this desolate little 
waif, and just how she is surrounded, I think your mother* 
ly heart would open to the child, and you wouldn't won* 
der that the desire to remove her here has taken complete 
possession of my thoughts; but a plan occurred to me 
while eating my dinner, which I hope will meet youi* ap- 
proval. The chamber over my office is used only as a 
lumber-room, and its contents can be readily removed to 
the attic. This room is large and sunny, and can be made 
pretty and cheerful with the outlay of a small sum of 
money ; and it is so far from the chambers occupied by the 
family, there can be no danger of contagion. Moreover, 
Edna's fever is not contagious ; 'tis merely the effect of 
exhaustion, grief, and nervous excitement." 

" But I should be in constant fear of some infectious dis- 
ease brought in her clothing from that foreign place." 

" You forget, Mary, that the poor child lost every article 
of her clothing on the wreck, excepting the garments she 
had on ; and those will be left at the Bonsecour." 

"And then think of Diantha's valuable time, and all 
study, practice, and society given up for a sick child that 
has no claims upon her, and the danger she will be ex^ 
posed to ! Think of the expense, too ! Jane and Ellen 
will never submit to the extra work, and you'll be obliged 
to hire another girl, or part with them. It will be no 
trifle to buy a carpet and chamber-set for that large room. 
They will cost more than the India shawl I've asked yoii 
for so many times. But I have so long sacrificed my own 
wishes for the sake of your throwing money away on all 
sorts of worthless beggars and impostors, that it's useless 
to complain dow^ or oppose th\& Isiist ^lau of turning our 
Aoase into a Jiospital." 
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The doctor whistled softly for a minute, with his eyei 
fastened on the figure of the carpet at his feet. He might 
have been trj'ing to recall one of the sacrifices his lady had 
made of her own desires, and he might have been asking 
for wisdom and patience. When he resumed speech, thei*e 
was no indication in his clear, healthy voice of anger or 
annoyance, although a delicate ear might have detected a 
shade of weariness and disappointment. 

"If I remember correctly, Mary, I've heard you express 
a wish for another sleeping apartment ; and if this room is 
fiimished, it will serve for Diantha or Stephen when 'tis no 
longer wanted for our little patient, so that the money we 
should spend upon it wouldn't be thrown away. As re- 
gards Daisy's time, I have an excellent American woman 
in my mind's eye — a poor widow, who Would be only too 
glad to serve me by assisting in the care of this child. I 
will manage affairs in such a way that our daughter shall 
not be oppressed with care. Another thought presents 
itself to me. You have been wanting to take Louise to 
New York this winter, and a change of air and scene for a 
few weeks will be an excellofit remedy for your dyspepsia. 
Why not go at once, say the day after to-morrow, to your 
brother-in-law's in the city, and allow me to try the exper- 
iment of quiet and tender nursing for this oi'phan ? By so 
doing you and Louise will escape all danger of infection, 
all the worry and discomfort that may attend the intro- 
duction of this sick stranger into our family, and at the 
same time gratify your long-cherished wish, as well as give 
your brother Ralph's family pleasure." 

There was silence for several minutes. Mrs. Howell 
was thinking how she could accept this much coveted 
pleasure of a visit to New York, and yet make the leaving 
home appear like a sacrifice to her frvend^. %\i^ ^^s^ 
weighing the chaDcea, toOf of securing an IndiY^ ^g^^\ ^s^ 
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a conciliatory offering, as well as other advantages that 
would be gained by concession. She really wanted the 
room over the doctor's office transformed into a habitable 
apartment, and that, with the visit to New York, and the 
possible camel's hair shawl, would make amends for the 
sacrifice of her opinion. At this interesting crisis Diantha 
entered in evening costume — a vision bright and fair 
enough to dispel heavier clouds than hovered around the 
domestic horizon. 

"Mother," she said, advancing to the sofa, "I have 
changed my mind about going to Mrs. Metcalfs ; if you 
think it will be pardonable for me to go after having de- 
clined her invitation. I shall be too late for the dinner, 
but shall be in season for the conversation and musio^ 
which is all I care for." 

"You are the most eccentric girl Fve ever known, Di; 
the very embodiment of caprice. What made you change 
your mind at the last minute ? " 

" I finished my calls sooner than I expected, and as I 
saw you were disappointed because I refused this invita- 
tion, I hurried home, made a hasty toilet; and now am I 
presentable ? " 

Mrs. Howell examined critically the details of her 
daughter's dress — a soft giay silk, with delicate lace at 
the throat, fastened with a coral pin, Diantha's favorite 
ornament. Her brown hair waved and rippled naturally 
above her fair brow, and was simply coiled at the back of 
her head. There was no attempt at artistic effect in its 
arrangement, and yet it was a crown of such rare and 
golden beauty that one could not fail to observe it. 

" You always dress so severely plain, Di ; but I believe 
the general effect is good this evening." 

Diantha read approval in her father's face. 

^I am glad yon can approve, mo\Aiet\ ^oodtvig^htl and 
do not sit up for us." 
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Mrs. Howell arose from the sofa as soon as Diantha had 
disappeared, saying, — 

**This discussion has brought on one of my severest 
headaches, and I must go to my room. Of course you 
will do as you think best about bringing that sick child 
here." 

^ Do you think favorably of taking this time for a visit 
to New York?" ' 

^ My head aches so severely that I cannot think ; but 
m talk it over with Louise in the morning. It will be 
very awkward to thrust one's self into a private family 
with only a day's notice ; but I suppose it isn't worth while 
to consult our convenience. We can go to a hotel if 
brother Ralph's family can't receive us." And with the 
air and tone of a martyr Mrs. Howell swept from the 
room. 

The doctor, after five minutes of whistling, humming, 
and apparent study of the coal fire, buttoned on his heavy 
coat, and betook himself to the streets, which were still 
thronged with the hurrying feet and eager faces of those 
whose preparations for Christmas kept them abroad. 

4 
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CHAPTER VL 

OHBISTMAS. 

** Win her with gifts if she respect not words; 
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind, 
More than quick words, do move a woman's mind." 

Shakespearb. 

Few ladies have possessed Mrs. Howell's tact in so yi 
ing a disputed point as to gain their own desires, an< 
the same time appear a martyr to the convictions of 
other. If ever the doctor imagined himself victorious 
matter where his wishes o^ shed with those of his wif 
behooved him to loolkf'- "a to his honors, for if she yiel 
one inch of contest^Igi ound, it was but to strengthen 
defences on more desirable points. 

It mattered little to Mrs. Howell whether Edna Shi 
was nursed and cared for in the room over the doci 
office, so long as her residence in the house in no way ^ 
flicted with the pursuits and comforts of its /mistress, 
especially if withdrawal of opposition frc '. « the doct 
scheme secured for her the pleasures of a visit to ]^ 
York. 

The conference with Louise decided the question of 
visit ; there was remarkable harmony of tastes and opin; 
between mother and daughter, and both agreed that m 
might be sacrificed to^gain so desirable an object as 
rJsit 
^I propoaCf mother, tliat ^e g|0 ^\t Qii<^ V^ the 
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Nicholas, and send Uncle Ralph a line from there. Of 
coui*se he will call immediately, and take us to his house. 
It is fortunate that my wardrobe is so handsome this 
winter ; I shall need only one more party dress, and I can 
have that made so stylishly in New fork. You'll want a 
new moire antigtcey and it will be positively shameful if 
father doesn't give you a camel's hair shawl, when he more 
than half compels you to make this visit." 

** Louise, I've often requested you never to speak dis- 
respectfully of Dr. Howell. He has been a kind father to 
you." 

^ I'm quite as well aware of that as need be, and I do 
respect him and love him ; but you know he is often close 
and niggardly as regards money, especially when 'tis spent 
on dress. Think what subterfuges you sometimes are 
obliged to resort to, just to obtain such things as are neces- 
Bary in genteel society." 

" Yet, in justice to Dr. How H, I m^st say, Louise, he's 
generous enough with money wIk 't-^used in accordance 
with his notions of right. He's i^ ^^ie your dear father, 
who never objected to my manner *>^ spending money, so 
long as I looked pretty and genteel. The doctor \A not as 
broad and liberal in his views as I could wish." 

And Mrs. Howell sighed with genuine emotion, because, 
forsooth, she was wondering whether the doctor's breadth 
and liberality wr'stld be stretched at this crisis over the area 
of an India shawl. To be sure, she had settled in her own 
mind that a new lace-trimmed velvet cloak and a black 
moire dress would be not only becoming, but stylish, even 
if she was obliged to make so great a sacrifice of her tastes 
as to go to New York without the shawl. 

** We must go down to breakfast now, Louise, for, even 
if it is Christmas morning, the doctor wilWiSiNe ^^tqwxA ^^ 
calls to make, and will not like to be ke^^t ^^\\A\i%. ^"^ 
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tell me first how Diantha appeared at the Metcalfi' last 
evening." 

^ O, mach as usaal. Di has never any style, and, I might 
almost add, no self-respect. Whenever she meets real 
make-weights at parties, snch persons as nobody wants to 
know, she's all graciousness and attention. She had no 
words for anybody last night but that strong-minded Miss 
Wheeler, who always seems to me a walking advertise- 
ment of some foundling hospital. Her gray eyes are always 
asking for your old clothes, and carefully calculating how 
many poor children could be clothed and fed with the cost 
of your dress ; and then the very limpness, scantiness, and 
grayness of herchvn stuff gown seem to frown a remonstrance 
against everything that is stylish and fashionable. Di was 
in a corner with Miss Wheeler and Mrs. Metcalf more than 
half the evening, and appeared to be entertaining them 
with the wants of her poor people. She wouldn't dance, 
and didn't sing but one piece. I must say, mother, Di is 
all Howell, and is fast growing to be a girl of one idea." 

**It is such a pity! With her talents she might be an 
ornament to society. Sat I've done my duty both by ex- 
ample and precept — the dear child has had line upon line." 
Bven this consoling reflection did not soften the aggrieved 
expression upon Mrs. Howell's face, which she deemed a 
necessary herald of the sacrifice she was about to make in 
permitting the orphan Edna to be nursed in her bouse. 
Entering the breakfast-parlor, they found Dr. Howell, 
Diantha, and Stephen in waiting, and were greeted hearti- 
ly with the compliments of the season. Before the serving 
of coffee, an investigation was made of the articles upon a 
side-table, where it had been arranged to deposit such gifts 

n>« the members of this family presented to each other. 

p^jTbere was a sealed envelope directed in the doctor's 
^•^ rritiDg to Mn. Howell, and to e?ic\i oi \i\» ^iblldten a I 
e]jr bound book. 
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Mrs. Howell^s gifts dagaerreotyped her peculiar tasteft 
quite as forcibly as words could, and she gave herself great 
credit for the magnanimity which could treat both daugh 
ters alike, when one pursued a course so antagonistic to 
the example of her mother and older sister. 

Louise and Diantha received very handsome and showy 
bracelets from their mother, with an assurance that she had 
denied herself many little pleasures for the sake of present- 
ing these fashionable ornaments — an assurance which was 
intended to enhance the value of the gifts, as well as to 
remind the young ladies of her own self-sacriiGcing dis- 
position. 

The accomplished Miss Goodenow had crocheted and 
embroidered some useless trifles, and received thanks from 
the recipients of these favors with her usual elegant non' 
chalance. 

Diantha's nimble fingers had netted a pretty breakfast 
shawl for her mother of soft pink wool, and for her father, 
Louise, and Stephen she had executed with remarkable 
grace and skill some sketches in water-colors. If Diantha 
excelled in any accomplishment, it was with her pencil and 
brush. 

Stephen's gifts were characteristic of his taste and talent 
— fanciful little boxes and brackets carved with his own 
hands from rosewood and ebony. The contents of the 
sealed envelope were not revealed to the members of the 
breakfast party, but before the doctor left his office for the 
Bonsecour Home, his lady entered with as much emotion 
stamped upon her face as she felt would be becoming. 

^ I have come to thank you, Stephen, for your timely and 
appropriate gift. I suppose you would like me to use this 
check in buying an India shawL" 

^ Make just that use of it, Mary, whicIiNnll ^^ifi^<cA^»\A 
your comfort and Jbsppiness." 
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^ I have long been convinced that an India shawl is an 
economical garment, because it lasts a lifetime, and is al- 
ways fashionable. I do not, in fact, regard a lady's ward- 
robe as complete or hardly respectable without it. You 
have taken away the greatest objection I had to going to 
New York at this season by presenting this check, as, I 
most confess, much as I wanted to visit Ralph Goodenow's 
&mily, I should have been ashamed to go there again 
without a camePs hair shawl. I find Louise is delighted 
with the prospect of the visit, and I really think the change 
will do us both good. I hope the little orphan you are so 
much interested in will gain very rapidly when she gets 
into that quiet room, where she can have your attendance 
and Diantha's almost constantly. She ought to gain after 
80 many sacrifices have been made for her." 

** Shall you leave for New York to-morrow ? ^ 

" We can't possibly leave until Monday. You know this 
is Friday; but if the room is ready to-morrow, you may 
bring the child here, provided you are quite sure there is 
no danger of infection." 

** You need not have one anxious thought oh that point. 
I will go and see what can be done for her comfoit this 
morning, and then, if I can find people who will assist me 
on this holiday, I think we can get the room ready for the 
poor child by to-morrow evening," 

The doctor had buttoned on his out-door coat while 
speaking, and now, with his hand upon the door-knob, was 
arrested by his wife. 

** You mustn't forget to engage that American woman 
you spoke of to assist Diantha ; for really I couldn't enjoy 
visiting mj brother's family if I had to think of that dear 
child as mewed up at home, drudging and fagging for 
others.. And, doctor, tlunk seriously of what I told yoa 
loffi evening about the use Diantha ia making of her tim« 



CHBISTMAS. 66 

and talents. Don't let her slip into such narrow grooves 
of thinking and acting as Miss Wheeler has." 

Dr. Howell smiled instead of whistling; but then he was 
never so likely to indulge in that pastime before his morn- 
ing round of calls as after his return ; so that probably the 
smile should have been set down quite as much to the 
credit of cool and quiet nerves, as to any unusual control 
of his musical inclinations. 

^ I'll do my best for our Daisy," he said, and with a 
hurried good moiiiing went forth to his professional duties. 
He was not surprised to find Diantha already at the Bon- 
secour Home, as she had expressed much anxiety about the 
state of his little patient on the previous evening. She was 
holding the delirious child in her arms, and attempting to 
soothe the ravings of her fever by cool applications to her 
head, and those gentle ministries that some women seem to 
know intuitively how to render. 

After a minute's serious watching of Edna's state, the 
doctor spoke: — 

"Daisy, we have need of the most tender nursing here; 
medicine can do comparatively little. If you can stay with 
her till twelve o'clock, I think I can have Mrs. Bartlette 
here to relieve you by that time. She is a woman whom 
I can trust to assist you in a delicate case of this kind, and 
to-morrow we must have her in a quiet room." 

There was a grave emphasis in the doctor's tones and 
looks, and Diantha needed no further words to assure her 
that the suffering child was in a most critical and danger- 
ous condition. 

•*! will stay with her, &ther, until s^e can be removed 
to our house.'' 

"I cannot permit that, Daisy; while the child is deliri-i 
ons and unconscious^ Mrs. Bartlette can serve as well «& 
you. Your wiliing strength must noti \^e Xqq ^n^x.^ 
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taxed in the beginning. If we are so fortunate as to bring 
this child through the crisis of her fever, she will need your 
most tender and judicious treatment during her convales- 
cence. When Mrs. Bartlette arrives, I want you to go in 
and write or read for Captain Ashmead a few minutes ; and 
then, if I can find Berry or MacDougald, and they are 
willing to show me carpets and furniture on this holiday, 
I shall call for you, with my horse and sleigh, to assist me 
in making selections." 

And with a few directions concerning the treatment of 
Edna, the doctor left her to Diantha's care. She had the 
satisfaction of knowing that the child was soothed and 
quieted by the touch of her hands, and seemed conscious 
of a gentle presence near her. The ravings of her delirium 
gradually subsided into plaintive moans for her mother, 
little Nathan, and the far-off Smyrna home, and before 
Mrs. Bartlette's arrival she had so far yielded to the tender 
ministrations of Diantha as to sink into an uneasy slumber, 
broken by sobs and incoherent words, but still a much 
more hopeful condition than she was in two hours 
before. 

Mrs. Bartlette's face wore the marks of a keen sorrow 
not yet buried, but its expression assured Diantha that 
whatever a watchful nurse's skill could do for Edna would 
be done with a mother's tenderness. There were honesty 
and intelligence in the quiet, worn iace and light gray 
eyes, and patience rather than hope in every movement of 
her features and hands. 

**Tou ai-e the doctor's daughter?" she asked in a tone 

so low and soil that the lightest slumber could not have 

been disturbed by it. 

.4 ^ Yes, and you are the good woman father thought could 

be trmted with this case ? " The woman assented, as with 

gtAt Sogers Bbe unloosened tihe DaysUiiUi^ of her blade 
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doak and crape bonnet, and took the seatDiantha vacated. 
She watched the sleeper's ^e for a minute with startled 
eagerness, as if old memories had been aroused by it, and 
then, turning to Diantha, said, — 

«I was longing for work only this morning — for some- 
thing that should enlist my sympathies and engross my 
thoughts, as well as busy my hands ; and your father has 
given me just what I should have chosen to do." 

The sobs and wailings of the sleeping child madefurthei 
conversation impossible, and Diantha left her in charge 
of the new attendant, and went to the ward where Captain 
Ashmead was confined. His eyes were turned expectantly 
towards the door when she entered, and met hers with a 
grateful welcome. 

**^ Your father said you would come. Miss Howell, and 
report to me the condition of my little passenger ; but you 
are late." 

'^ Yes; I did not like to leave Edna until the woman 
came who is to nurse her. She is more quiet than she was 
two hours ago ; but 'tis very sad and painful to hear her 
call upon her mamma and Nathan to save her from the 
dreadful waves." 

^ Poor girl ! so she is living over those awful hours of 
agony and suspense ! If I close my eyes, I am still stand- 
ing on those shivering planks, and the hungry waves are 
tumbling over me, and the sad voice of Mrs.-Shreve is 
ringing in my ears above the roar of the breakers and the 
creaking of the cordage." 

^I know nothing about the religion that seemed aach a. ,%. 
comfort to her, but I shall never forg^ the phdntivt re« " 
frain of one hymn she sung: — 

<It is I; be not afraid.' 

And J wajB the doang line of every etAxiaa. \ ^^3ra^\^ 
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death was inevitable, and I determined to meet it bravely 
but there was no light or hope for me beyond those erne] 
breakers." 

" And now ? '* questioned Diantha, timidly. 

" And now I can but acknowledge that a power mightier 
than man's interposed to save us ; but the justice, mercy, 
and loveliness of that power I fail to recognize. Why, if 
He holds the winds and the waves in the hollow of His 
hand, did He permit Edna's mother and brother, and ten 
more poor wretches, to perish in sight of land ? " 

" It is enough for me to know that God permitted it, 
without asking why. I dare not reach out after a knowl- 
edge of those things which He has wisely hidden. Had I 
been one of the survivors of that wreck, I ihink the ques- 
tion, ' Lord, what wilt Thou have me to do ?' would knock 
at the door of my heart for an answer before doubts of the 
infinite goodness and mercy found entrance. But Tm 
afraid, Captain Ashmead, I have disobeyed father's injunc- 
tions in allowing you to speak on an exciting theme. Shall 
I read to you?" 

" The sound of your voice is pleasant and restful, and I 
must confess to a hungry yearning for something that shall 
turn my thoughts away from that haunting wreck and my 
poor disabled limb. Can yon find the words Mrs. Shreve 
song in the Bible?" 

Diantha brOnght a Bible and read Matthew's record of 
the stilling of the waves, and then turned to the one hun- 
dred and third Psalm ; but before she had concluded it she 
was summoned by her father. 

'^I suppose I nlust not expect yoa to come to the 
hospital afler Edna is removed?" remarked the captain, 
when Diantha closed her book and bade him good 
morning. 

^Isbal come if I can help you in aii^ way^ and as soon 
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as father thinks yon are strong enough to dictate, I will 
write the letters you spoke of to him." 

There was much heartiness and gratitude in the captain's 
** 'thank you," and "good morning 1" and Diantha had a 
pleasant consciousness, while looking at carpets and furni- 
ture, that the wreck of the Stella had already woven 
threads into her web of life of a deeper and more vivid 
coloring than time's every-day shuttle had hitherto wrought 
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CHAPTER VIL 



AT HOHB AND ABBOAD. 

** HI fkres the child of heayen, who will not entertafai 
On earth the Btranger's grief, the exile's sense of pain ** 

Tbehob. 

** Selfishness 
Is never great, and moves to no great deeds." 

Db. Howbll had no difficnlty in finding workmen, who 
forwarded as expeditiously as he could wish the transfor- 
mation of the chamber over his office into an apartment 
for Edna Shreve. 

With Diantha's aid he selected a pretty ingrain carpet 
of subdued colors, a chamber set of chestnut, and delicate 
buff curtains ; while his daughter adorned the walls with 
sketches in crayon and water-colors, the fruits of her own 
pencil and bimsh. In the southern window she placed a 
stand of her most fragrant flowering shrubs, and an Eng- 
lish ivy almost concealed another window with its wealth 
of green leaves. And in less than forty-eight hours after 
the doctor had broached this ^'quixotic scheme" to his 
wife, the unconscious little orphan was brought upon a 
mattress in a close carriage to take possession of her new 
quarters. 

^ You've spent as much money on that room, and made 

as much fiiss in oniamenting it with your pictures and 

flowers, as if it were for one of Queen Victoria's children," 

remarked Mrs. Howell, when the family had gathered in 

ibe parlor after the toils and labors of tli^ d^iy. 
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"Perhaps so," rejoined the doctor, "for I have remem- 
bered that she is one of GU>d'8 little ones, and that Ho has 
said, ^Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least 
of these, ye have done it unto Me.' ** 

" It is to be hoped the child will appreciate the value of 
the money and time spent upon her," added Miss Goode- 
now, with a look and tone which plainly intimated that 
such a charitable wish was without the pale of reason, 

" It will certainly be pleasant, if the poor child lives, to 
know that she appreciates the services we have rendered, 
and will be a healthy stimulus to future deeds of self- 
denial ; but we are not taught by our divine Master to 
regulate our charity by the amount of appreciation which 
it receives," said the doctor. 

" I reckon, if we did," replied his lady, « the sum of 6dr 
charities would not materially decrease our comforta 
Take that Jenks family, for instance; you give an old 
gown to one of the girls, and .the mother will be sure to 
ask for a cloak or shawl to go with it ; and if you give them 
a pair of shoes, they'll remind you of their need of stock- 
ings. I decided long ago that my own comfort and hap- 
piness were of as much importance as the wants of shift- 
less beggars, who would sooner live upon the bounty of 
the rich than work. Mr. Goodenow used to say that pov 
erty was as frequently due to a lack of tact and thrift as 
to adverse circumstances, and should never be encouraged 
by indiscriminate charity." 

Dr. Howell had many years before acquired the habit 
of receiving in silence his wife's version of her former 
husband's tastes and opinions, and if his own private judg- 
ment dii not entirely harmonize with the late Mr. Good- 
enow's, he rarely proclaimed the fact ; and Mrs. Howell's 
assertion that ,hei^ own comfort and htt^^YCk^^'^ ^^\^ ^1 
psaramoant iiaportknce^ was a ttulbi BO «N\i3L^\i\»\A^^^»aE&^ 
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ily circle, that it was unnecessary to add to or sabtract 
from it; therefore no reply was made, and Mrs, Howell 
crocheted with a haughty dignity habitual to her, and with 
an expression meant to convey the pith of Solomon's as- 
sertion, that ^ the wisdom of the prudent is to understand 
Ids way." 

Diantha, loving both her parents with the wealth of a 
generous nature, was always keenly sensitive to any discor* 
dant note in the domestic harmony, and in some way 
endeavored to exorcise the jarring spirit. On this particu- 
lar Saturday evening, her desire to promote a feeling of 
good-will and charity, by introducing a theme of common 
interest to all, suggested the propriety of drawing out her 
half-sister's accomplishments, which were rarely displayed 
for the entertainment of her relatives. 

" Louise," she said, walking to the Side of that young 
lady, and laying upon her shoulder a hand which conveyed 
as much persuasion in it^ touch as that member is often 
gifted with, — " Louise, won't you please play for papa and 
Stephen that selection from Mendelssohn which so delighted 
the company at Mrs. MetcalFs last evening ? I heard Mr. 
Horace Metcalf say he never heard an amateur perform- 
ance that pleased him so well." ^ 
' Perhaps the compliment, coming as it did from -an 
authority which Miss Goodenow recognized as worthy, 
and perhaps the anticipated pleasures of her New York 
yisit,softened her haughty spirit; and it maybe that kindly 
impulses in her nature^ deeply hidden beneath its thick 
crust of selfishness, had been stiired by the glimpse she 
caught of Edna's helpless condition when she was borne 
through the hall : so that, contrary to her usual diso- 
bliging habit, she walked to the piano, only murmuring 
something to the effect ^ that papa and Stephen couldn't 
appreciate ber style of music ; tliey en^oy^i \fe^ ^siaasiflal 
^^mpoeitiona th&n she played.^ 
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^ You most assist in educating our tastes, Louise," said 
Stephen, laying aside his novel ; and his sister, probably 
inspired by the novelty of an amiable desire to confer 
pleasure, played with such spirit, interest, and expression 
as to elicit the heartiest praise from the doctor ; and Mr. 
Metcalf happening to call in season to share the latter 
part of the entertainment, the fair pianist doubtless felt 
that even in this life there are compensations for acts of 
self-denial. 

Mrs. Howell and Miss Goodenow were satisfied with the 
momentary glimpse they had.^if, Edna's pale face when she 
was borne through the hall; and neither curiosity nor 
charity tempted them to the chamber where she lay before 
they started for New York. However, there was much 
packing and consultation to occupy their thoughts, and, 
thQ Sabbath intervening, the services at Dr. Blossom's 
church must be attended, especially as the house was most 
elaborately decorated with evergreens and flowers. And 
Miss Goodenow declared " she would not miss seeing the 
Christmas decorations and hearing the music for any 
money." 

Mrs. Howell, having performed her maternal duty, and 
€(^hibited her new velvet cloak, by accompanying her 
daughter to the fashionable church in the morning, anti, 
having feasted her eyes on its beautiful decorations, and 
her ears with the appropriate artistic music she had en- 
joyed, and the subduing effects of the handsome doctor's 
smoothly-flowing seimon, thought, as she remarked to her 
husband, that ** she had received a sufficient quantity of 
mental and spiritual food for one day, and though in the 
morning she had anticipated hearing Rev. Mr. Diusmore's 
evening discourse (she was a member of the church 
where the latter divine officiated, and wher^ XVi!^ ^<c^c^«A 
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and Diantha honored their profession by regular attend* 
ance), yet now she felt it would be unwise to place her^ 
self in the way of disturbing the harmonious effects of the 
morning services. 

And the doctor did not urge her to make what she 
would have called a " sacrifice." 

With many injunctions to Diantha about the housekeep- 
ing, and with reiterated regrets that she was compelled to 
leave home just at this time, when all her friends were 
giving parties, Mrs. Howell kissed " her dear, old-fashioned, 
domestic daughter," as she often plaintively called Dian- 
tha, and performing the same affectionate ceremony upon 
* the doctor and Stephen, and being dutifully imitated in 
her manner of leave-taking by Miss Goodenow, the ladies 
were assisted into the carriage that was to convey them to 
the depot, which carriage was closely followed by a por- 
ter's hack, containing three immense trunks and two small 
ones. We will permit Mrs. Howell to describe some of 
her New York pleasures in a letter, which, as one writer 
has remarked, '^ is always the best exponent of a woman's 
character." 

New York, January 2, 186-t. 

"Deab Doctor: You have, of course, received t^ 
note I despatched from the St. Nicholas Hotel, telling you 
of our journey and our safe arrival. Brother Ralph sent 
his carriage for us the day after we reached the city ; and 
though we have been domiciled in his delightful home 
nearly a week, I really have not found time to write be- 
fore, because of the constant succession of charming atten- 
tions that have been showered upon us. I must tell you, 
first, that Ralph is not living now where he lived when 1 
visited him five years ago, but has recently bought a pala* 
tial residence on Montague Square. It is a brown stone 
frontf Bve storiea high with the \>aaem<^Ti\>^ 2i\id presents an 
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imposing Lppearance on the outside, while the interior Li 
exquisitely famished from basement to attic. The library, 
reception-parlor, and dining-room are finished in walnut, 
with Aimiture to match. I should say nothing could be 
more elegant than the furnishing of these rooms, if the 
drawing-room did not so far exceed them in loveliness and 
richness. The finish of that room is in rosewood, with 
beautifully frescoed walls ; the furniture is a unique pat- 
tern in ebony, ornamented with gilt, and upholstered with 
rose-colored silk rep, and window draperies to match> 
The carpet is Axminster, so rich and handsome that I 
cannot think of describing it ; but it constantly reminds 
me of half-blown rose-buds and lilies of the valley thrown 
upon a ground of fawn-colored velvet. The walls are 
covered with pictures by the best artists, and there is al- 
most an endless variety of beautiful ornaments, vases, 
bronzes, statuettes, Ac. 

" Ralph's wife keeps four servants, besides a colored boy, 
and they have one of the most stylish turnouts in New 
York — two splendid bay horses, and the family coat of 
arms on the door of the carriage : this coat of arms is also 
engraved on the silver, and on the china dinner-service. 
Indeed, it would take me all day to enumerate one half 
tA luxuries and elegances which Ralph's family seem to 
use as the merest every-day tiifles. 

**Tou remember they have but two children. Arthur, 
who was named for my dear husband, and Hortense, an 
accomplished girl of twenty. Arthur is two years older 
than my Louise ; he has finished his education, and is at 
home, in daily expectation of receiving a lucrative appoint- 
ment as secretary to one of our foreign embassies. He is 
talented and distinguished-looking, and is very attentive 
to his cousin Louise. 
JfTesterdaj, it being New Year's Day^'R^X^^^ V^^ ««n^ 

:\ 6 
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daughter were at home to all their gentleman friends. They 
were quite as handsomely dressed as if they were going 
to a ball. I declare, Stephen, sister Ralph's lace and jew- 
els were worth a moderate fortune. Hortense is a blonde, 
and though shttiis called very pretty, I must say she looks 
inripid when contrasted with my Louise. She wore a lovely 
blue silk, with exquisite pearl ornaments, and Louise had a 
peach-colored silk made for the occasion. Her uncle Ralph 
gave her the choicest set of rubies for a New Tear's pres- 
ent I ever saw ; they were lovely with the peach-colored 
silk, and Louise looked, as she always does, thoroughly 
lady-like aad handsome ; more than one gentleman thought 
so, too. Sfie was san*ounded with admirers, and my own^ 
early triumphs were vividly recalled. 

''The drawing-room, hall, and dining-room were deco- 
rated with lowers, and one might almost say the table 
groaned under its weight of luxuries ; champagne flowed 
as freely a^ if Ralph owned a vineyard. I was afraid some 
of the gentlemen who called late in the day had taken a 
trifle too much of something that had an exhilarating ef- 
fect, as they talked, and laughed, and joked rather loudly 
for the societyof ladies, and one poor fellow actually reeled 
so clumsily against a Roman mosaic table, that it fell 
against an ebony pedestal, on which stood a choice littft 
marble statuette, and the mosaic table-top and the statuette 
were both shivered. Ralph said they couldn't be replaced 
for three hundred dollars; but his wife and Hortense only 
laughed about it, and said the young man belonged to one 
of the first families, and had only taken one glass too much. 
I don't suppose you'll be much interested in my account 
of the New Tear's festivities, but Diantha will be. How- 
ever, there is a question you will be interested in ; and tliat 
is, To what are Ralph's great wealth and prosperity due? 

^'Toa know, when '^Id Mr. Goodenow died, Ralph an^ 
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Arthur eacb received from his estate thirty thousand dol- 
lars. Bat my dear husband was called away so soon that 
his own was not increased, while Ralph, by shrewd man- 
agement and careful investments, is wortlwhalf a million, 
and his wealth is rapidly accumulating^ ^^e seemed 
greatly surprised and shocked when I told mm Arthitttt^ 
money had all been invested in bank stock, and its income 
had barely su^ced to educate Louise, and dress us both, 
respectably. I told him you had been so deeply absorbed 
in your professional duties that you had lost sight of my 
moneyed interests. Ralph said no business man would 
have permitted that money to lie comparativelT idle so 
long. He generously offers to secure us stock iriVcopper- 
piining company of which he is president. And, by the 
way, I find Ralph's business is almost wholly confined to 
buying and selling stocks of various kinds ; he is an officer 
in several companies. The 'Eureka Copper-mining 'seems 
to be his favorite just now, and he says its stock was thirty 
per cent, above par on Wall Street to-day, and may be 
thirty-five to-morrow; but as Ralph is president of the 
company, hie thinks he can secure for us several thousand 
dollars' worth of shares considerably below the market 
value. Louise is very much excited by what her uncle 
tells her of the rapid manner in which money properly in- 
vested accumulates ; he says there is every reason to be- 
lieve her fortune may be doubled in less than two years, 
if she will permit him to invest it for her. 

"Dear girl! no one could more gracefully fill a position 
of wealth, and I would like to see her the mistress of a 
million. She is as much at ease amidst the elegances of 
her uncle's home as if she had been accustomed to them all 
her life, instead of the naiTow and cramped way in which 
we have lived ever since my second marriage. I do ho^e^ 
doctor, I shall be able to persuade you to »e\\ owx oWVov^a^ 
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and build or buy on Hawthoni Aienue or Livingston 
Square. If you haven't love enough for me and Louise to 
gratify our wishes in this respect, you should consider the 
future prospects of Diantha and Stephen ; but I have wan- 
dered from my subject. Louise has such confidence in 
what her uncle Ralph tells her, that she wishes you to 
withdraw ten thousand dollars of her money from the 
Merchants' Bank, and send it to her by express, as soon 
as you receive this. You may also send two thousand 
dollars of my dear Arthur's bequest to me 5 and if Ralph 
makes an investment that returns me handsome dividends, 
then I will make a larger venture. I have scarcely given 
you an inkling of our New York pleasures, yet I have 
written a long letter, and consumed all my leisure. We 
are going to the opera to-night to hear Marvelina, and to- 
morrow evening we accompany Ralph's family to a bril- 
liant party. Louise sends love, and says she will write 
Diantha soon. With love to my children, I remain, 

Affectionately, your wife, 

Mabiz G. HowblxJ* 



• i 
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CHAPTER Vm. 
bdna's conyalbsobnob. 

^ Thon bring'st no tidings of the better land, 

£yen from its yerge; the myiterieB opened there 
Are what the faithful heart may understand 
In its stiU depths, yet words may not declare* 

" And well I deem, that, from the brighter side 
Of life's dim border some overflowing rays, 
Streamed from the inner glory, shall abide 
Upon thy spirit through the coming day s.» 

W. C. Bbtaht. 

Db. Howbll sat for several minutes by his office fire 
after he had read his wife's letter, whistling softly, and 
gazing as intently at the glowing coals as if he saw therein 
the means to gratify her ambitious desires. The doctor 
was not wealthy, and his house was neither large nor ele« 
gant; but it was pleasantly situated, overlooking the harbor 
of Hanthrop and several suburban villages. 

Mrs. Howell and Miss Goodenow argued that the doc- 
tor's lucrative profession ought to maintain them in a style 
as handsome as that of their most wealthy neighbors, in- 
asmuch as their own income relieved him from some heavy 
expenditures; but the doctor's tastes were quiet and re- 
fined, and he never willingly spent a dollar of his income 
for the sake of keeping up appearances, or imitating the 
fashions of his more wealthy townsmen. He gave liberally 
to public chanties, while his heart waa e^^^cAsi^^ q^^^tl \^ 
die cn'ea of the needy in every avenue o5 "W^jdX** ^"^^^ 
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was scarcely an orphan, or widow, or poor laborer in Han* 
throp, but had reason to bless his name. 

If, while reading Mrs. Howell's letter, the doctor had 
wished for the means to procure for her a more elegant 
home, and those expensive luxuries which her worldly 
ambition coveted, it must be confessed that the longer he 
whistled, and the more intently he studied the coals, the 
more determined he became to live quietly in his pleasant, 
comfortable home, and so to husband his income that his 
charities might rather be increased than diminished. 

He had not much faith in Ralph Goodenow's invest- 
ments, but he dared not be as plain and emphatic in the 
unfolding of his sceptical opinions to his wife, as he might 
have been, had she not so often taunted him with his 
old-fashioned ideas, and his want of business capacity; and 
acknowledging to himself that he knew much more of the 
"ills that flesh is heir to" than of the money market — 
more of povei-ty and suffering than of the ways and means 
by which small fortunes are expanded — his reply to his 
wife's letter lacked much of his characteristic ^rmness and 
decision. He advised her to leave her money in the Mer- 
chants' Bank, it being as secure there as human sagacity 
and prudence could devise, and if not quite as productive 
as fancy stocks, in his opinion much safer. He thox^t 
if she and Louise invested in the stocks of the ^ Eureka 
Copper-mining Company," they would procure wings for 
their inheritance which would waft it beyond their grasp. 

And then he reminded them both of the unhealthy men* 
tal excitement which the fluctuations of the stock market 
would occasion, and entreated them to be content with 
their present competency — to seek for pleasure and hap- 
piness in th<» quiet and rational paths which Providence 
opened, for them, and not to covet that which might only 
impoveriah the, soul while gratifying l\ie\\x^\& o^Njci^ c^^ 
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Bat having no control over the property of his wife and 
step-daaghter, he could do no less, after giving them his ad- 
Yice, than remit to them the amount they had desired. 

Hrs. Howell felt that her husband's professional liabits 
rendered his advice almost valueless compared with her 
brother-in-law's, and thinking, too, that he had always been 
wanting in ambition and a due regard for the fashions of 
this world, (excepting, of course, when he had aspired to 
the honor of an alliance with her ladyship), and that this 
very want of ambition would disqualify him to advise in 
money matters — her affections captivated by the elegances 
of her brother's establishment — her reason dazed by his 
talk of stocks, investments, and rapidly-made fortunes — 
and her fancy excited by brilliant pictures of the glory, 
honor, and power of wealth — perhaps it was quite natural 
that both mother and daughter should rely upon the judg- 
ment of Ralph Goodenow, rather than the doctor's. How- 
ever, shortly after Dr. Howell's remittance reached them, 
they were rejoicing in the possession of twelve thousand 
dollars' worth of shares in the " Eureka." We will leave 
them for a few weeks to the enjoyment of such pitiable and 
paltry pleasures as selfish hearts can gain in the pursuit of 
&shionable follies, and to the fanciful castles which they 
■Kult upon the sands of anticipated wealth, and turn to the 
chamber where Edna Shreve is carefully attended by the 
doctor and Diantha. 

The new year brought to the doctor's household a 
stronger hope that Edna would rally than had previously 
brightened the cloud which hovered over her. For nine 
days she had scarcely recognized one of her anxious at- 
tendants, but in her unconscious ravings had sometimes 
imagined herself in Smyrna — sometimes upon the sinking 
wre<& — and occasionally, when DiantW^ "^^\a^tv\» VwA^ 
were employed about the ch M^ she ianciveOL \x«t«»^ W3kR» 
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more in her mother's arms. But on the morning of the 
ninth day after her removal from the Bonsecour, Mrs, 
Bartlette reported her as having been in a quiet sleep for 
several hours. The doctor found her pulse feeble, but there 
were a moisture upon her skin and a quietness in her 
slumber, as well as a steadiness in the languid movements 
of her blood, that greatly encouraged him. 

" Her symptoms are much more favorable this morning, 
Mrs. Bartlette ; leave your patient now with Diantha until 
you are called — you are needing rest ; " and, turning to 
Diantha, the doctor continued : — 

*' If Edna doesn't wake within an hour, you must rouse 
her gently, and give her a spoonful of gruel and a few drops 
from this phial. The most judicious and watchful care will 
be needed for a few days to prevent her from sinking with 
exhaustion ; but I trust, with the blessing of God, we shall 
bring her safely through. And then how shall I reward 
my Daisy for her devotion to this stranger ? " 

" Dear father, you cannot think I want any reward but 
your approval ? " 

*' No, Daisy, no ; exceptiifg the commendation of One 
who has enjoined us to ' entertain strangers, for thereby 
some have entertained angels unawares.' The spiiit which 
is cultivated and developed by deeds of charity and self- 
denial is always a good angel in our hearts, even if the re- 
cipients of our charities prove unworthy and ungrateful." 

When Diantha found it necessary to rouse her little 
patient, she sat down upon the couch, and raised the frail 
figure in her arms, singing softly meanwhile a soothing 
passage. Few voices possessed, both in singing and speak* 
ing, more of strength, sweetness, and tender pathos than 
Diantha's. 

Edna^s dark eyes opened, and for a moment gazed 
eagerly at the Binger; then, with a look oi ^\&«^^«ai\xMsisfl^ 
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she tamed, sighing, with a hopeless voice, ^ O, I thought 
it was mamma singing. I must have been dreaming." 

** Did your mamma often sing to you ? " 

** Yes, and your voice is like hers." 

^ I am glad of that, because it will give you more pleas- 
ure. You shall hear me sing as often as you wish." 

"Where am I? and who are you?" asked the child, 
looking at the room and at Diantha with wondering yet 
conscious eyes. 

** You are in Dr. Howell's home, and you will find this 
a charming room when you are able to sit up and look 
around. Can't you guess who I am now ?" 

" You are the doctor's daughter, who came to see me at 
the hospital." 

" Yes ; I see you have not forgotten me. I shall not 
permit you to talk much to-day ; but after you have taken 
some of this gruel, I shall sit by you, and sing a little now 
and then, just to give you something agreeable to think of. 
You musn't have a care nor a thought about yourself; 
but remember God has provided friends for you, and 
brought you to this quiet, pleasant room ; and now we 
only want you to rest' and get strong." 

An expression of trust and gratitude crept into Edna's 
fiice, and a few tears trickled slowly from her eyes ; but 
they seemed to Diantha like the softening, revivifying 
showers of early spring, instead of the devastating storms 
that had shaken her frail form ever since the wreck. 

For several days after the fever left her, Edna lay in a 
state of weakness and exhaustion, which scarcely permitted 
her to speak ; but the few words she uttered showed that 
die was keenly sensitive to all the kindness that sur- 
rounded her, and deeply grateful. Her wistful eyes fol- 
lowed every movement o{ Diantha d\it\x\g ^^^^ ^«:^^^^ 
Uamtude; and though she submiiteA to 1&x^,^«x^^\XjSi 
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attentions with gentle patience, yet it was evident the 
child's heart had elected Diantha as its refuge, and poured 
upon her those fountains of affection ^hich had been 
arrested and turned back to their source bjrthe desolating 
wreck of the Stella. ^ 

One evening, about a week after the crisis had passed, 
4Uid when Diantha was holding the little girl in her arms, 
that she might see a beautiful sunset, she asked, ab- 
ruptly, — 

**What is to be done with me. Miss Howell, when I 
-get strong?" 

Although this question of the child had often presented 
itself to Diantha's thoughts since love for the clinging, 
helpless orphan had crept into her heart, yet she was quite 
unprepared with an answer, and could only say, " There 
will be time enough to think of that when you are strong. 
God will provide a home for you, my dear child.'* 

" O, Miss Howell, do you think, if you ask Him, He will 
let me live near you?" 

" We will both ask Him every day to keep us in a home 
together, or very near each other. I think my little girl is 
almost as dear and as necessary to my happiness as I am 
to hers." 

^ You do love me ? " asked the child, in an eager tone 
imd with pleading eyes. 

For answer Diantha only drew the little girl more 
closely against her heart, and kissed the quivering lips 
and questioning eyes. 

" Yqu must not allow any anxiety about your future to 
steal into your brain at present. Leave everything to the 
good God who has said that 'not even a sparrow falleth 
to the ground without His notice ; " and a human soul is 
of more value to Him than many sparrows. Do you fed 
BtroDg enough to-night to teU me «oisv^\!ti\Ek^ ^^(Mi^^<ylX 
li^ before I found you ? '' 
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^If it tires me to talk I need not go on ; and Fd like 
yoa to know all about me." Edna paused a few minutes, 
looking wearily out upon the fading sunset clouds and 
the white sails in Hanthrop harbor, as if collecting her 
thoughts ; and when she spoke again, it was in a low, 
quiet voice, that expressed stronger and more delicate sen- 
sibilities than were natural to her years. 

" It must have been five or six years ago that papa was 
teaching in New York, and grew very pale and weak, and 
the doctor said a sea voyage and a warm climate might 
do him good. We went in the Silver Swan — a sailing 
packet — to Smyrna, because papa knew the captain, and 
he let us go for less money than other captains asked. 
When we got there, papa hired two rooms in a porter's 
lodge, quite a long way out of the city ; and we had plenty 
of grapes, oranges, and figs ; and such a pretty view of the 
doines, mosques, and minarets of the city ! and lovelier 
than all was our view of the harbor. Then papa grew 
better, and he used to walk away down to the city, and 
teach a few English children ; and papa taught me, and 
we all learned to speak Fi-ench. I think I can speak it 
quite as well as I can English," added the little girl, with 
a slight touch of pride in her tones, as if her accomplish- 
ments reflected honor on the dear parents whom her new 
fiiend could never know. 

She leaned siiently for a few minutes against Diantha's 
supporting arm, with such grief and lonelinessdflgicted on 
her pale face, and with tears dropping slowly from eyes 
which seemed to look yearningly back into the past, that, 
for a moment, Diantha regretted having encouraged her 
to spelk of herself. But she wisely inferred that Edna, in 
recalling the past, would be more than compensated b^ 
the feeling that a living friend knew etvou^ oi \i^ii\i\5LTVfc^ 
joyB to Bympathize^ with her present aorro^a. Kxi^ ^si ^ 
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broken, tremulous voice, the child took up the thread of 
her narrative. 

**I think we were very happy for two or three years, 
though we knew very few people, and had but little 
money. Then mamma got sick, and a little baby came 
that was always crying, and that worried both papa and 
mamma. We called the baby Paul : but he only lived a 
few weeks, and we buried him in a shady corner of the 
English cemetery. Soon after baby died, my sister Nora, 
a dear little girl with blue eyes, and short brown curls, 
and the sweetest voice, grew sick and died ; and she was 
laid away under a cypress tree by the side of the baby. 
Papa was never strong enough to teach after Nora was 
taken ; and when our money was all gone, and we had ' 
sold everything to the Jews that they would pay money 
for, we went to the English hospital. They were very 
kind to papa there ; but he died very soon after. I think 
he grieved so much for Nora that he could not live with- 
out her, though he was very, very sad to leave mamma, 
and Nathan, and me." 

Edna's tears flowed silently, and her quivering voice 
forbade speech for several minutes ; and when she spoke 
again, it was only to tell of their daily walk to the wharves for 
weeks, in search of an American captain who would be will- 
ing to give them a passage to their native land, and trust 
to the charity of some friends, whom «Mrs. Shreve was 
hoping to fin^, to pay him. She finished her recital by 
saying, — 

"I shall never forget the day we found Captain Ashmead, 

nor his kindness to mamma and Nathan ; and I should like 

to show him how much I love him, and how gratefSl I am. 

Js he still in th^ hospital?" • / 

^Yesy one of his^feet was so badly frozen in that terri- 

^/e /Btortn, that JDtr. Howeitt^aB obUga^ V> \»kft \\. <5?&\ %mL 
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It will be several weeks before he can walk about, even 
with a crutch." 

** O, Fm BO sorry I Please ask Dr. Howell to tell him 
how grieved I am. Is there any one to talk with him, and 
amuse him at the hospital ? " 

" Father visits him every day ; and there are the nurses, 
and Mr. Moore, the assistant surgeon, is agreeable. I dare 
say they all try to amuse him. Then you know I go in 
two or three times a week, and write letters for him, and 
sometimes read." 

" Do you think, when I am able to ride. Dr. Howell will 
take me to see him ? " 

" I can promise you he will, and leave you there for an 
hour every day to entertain your friend. I've no doubt 
you'll do the captain a vast amount of good, and you must 
let that hope encourage you to get strong." 

" May I ask. Miss Howell, where I shall get a gown, and 
a cloak, and a hood to wear when I am strong enough to 
ride?" 

^ Mrs. Bartlette and I have been planning and working 
for you, and we know just where a neat, comfortable little 
wardrobe is coming from." 

A soft tinge of color flushed and paled on Edna's cheeksi 
and her delicate lips trembled with emotion ; but she only 
said, — 

^Dear Miss Howell, I shall try to get well, so that I 
may show how much I love you." 

"Indeed, you must try to get well for a great many bet- 
ter and wiser reasons than that. Kow I shall forbid your 
talking any more this evening, and I shall leave you with 
Mrs. Bartlette while I go down t o we lcome your friend 
the do8tor." _^ ^^^ 

^. Ji 
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CHAPTER IX. 

OAPTAJN ASHMSAD, 

*<BatIaik 
Wbat He would have this evil do for me. 
Wbat is its mission ? 'What its ministry ? 
What golden fruit lies hidden in its husk ? " 

**I HAVB pleasant news for yon, Captain Asbmead," 
laid Diantha, one January day, when she came into the 
captain's room almost as noiselessly as the snow that was 
slowly sifting from the heart of the gray clouds ; and 
though her presence brought that sense of purity, peace, 
and rest which belongs to a quiet fall of snow, it brought 
a sunny cheerfulness also, more in harmony with the ver- 
dure and warmth of summer. 

" Your face is the herald of good tidings, Miss Howell, 
and you've brought them to a willing ear ; I am as tired 
of my own thoughts and fancies to-day, and as hungiy for 
the sound of a pleasant human voice, as a man can be." 

** If that is your mood, my news will be particularly 
agreeable to you, as it promises a bright little visitor for 
you on the first pleasant day. Edna Shreve has been 
gaining so rapidly for the past week, that father has prom- 
ised to bring her here to_ spend an hour with you every 
day, so long as you nee^Jwr." 

" Ay, that is pleasant news, indeed ; she will be a wel- 
come guest, and I hope will do me good. I have been 
wondering all the morning what is to become of the poor 
child. The letter you wrote to h&x mother's cousin in 
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Libnah, Conn^ baa been retained with a note from the 
postmaster, saying the fiunily had removed to California, 
and their address was unknown to him. I could have 
provided a home for her in a boarding-school, but my 
small fortune was nearly all swallowed up in the wreck of 
Uie Stella, and I reckon for some months my wits will be 
sorely puzzled for jpeans to keep this poor maimed body 
afloat; and th^^inave an aged mother dependent on me. 
Have you thought what provision can be made for Edna's 
fature, in ciase her relatives cannot be found ? " 

^^ I have thought a great deal about it, and talked it 
over with father, but he invariably says, ' Wait and trust ; * 
and deep and tender as my interest is in this helpless 
orphan, I remember there is One whose ear is ever open to 
the cries of the needy; I can leave her with Him." 

"You are certainly to be envied for such unbounded 
faith in God's providence. I would give a fortune, if I 
had one, to possess your unquestioning trust; but doubts 
and questions are constantly harrowing my thoughts. 
However, I'll try to be manly enough not to entertain you 
with my blue devils. You haven't congratulated me yet, 
Miss Howell, on the advance I have made towards crutches 
since you were here." 

Diantha's quick ear caught the bitterness, the want of • - 
snbraission, in the captain's tone, when he alluded to his ' 1 
lameness. She had known Captain Ashmead scarcely a 
month ; but his weakness and his dependence had neces- 
sarily brought him into more intimate relations with her 
fether and herself than the ordinary incidents and acci- 
dents of every-day life could have^ done, and slie had 
learned to detect his moods and tempers in the tones of 
his voice, and in the expression of his eyes, with a readi- 
ness which she could hardly have explained to anothei't 
Batis&ction. 
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^ I am not too late to offer congratulations now. I ez« 
pected to see you sitting up, as father told me you were 
in a chair for a half hour yesterday. He says you are 
doing him great credit as a patient." 

** Yes, my poor limb is healing rapidly, and I am gaining 
strength ; but I am not as cheerful and grateful as a man 
ought to be under such circumstances." 

Diantha did not ^ask the reasons for his despondent 
temper, but quietly moved to a small table near the win- 
dow, and arranged the writing materials upon it ready for 
work. 

"If you have letters to write this morning, Gaptun 
Ash mead, I can give you a half hour of my time. Father 
will call for me before twelve." 

"Thank you; I would like a few lines written to my 
dear old mother, who still fancies me helpless, suffering, and 
neglected in every conceivable way. I received a letter 
from her yesterday, and one from my only sister, who says 
nothing would prevent her from coming to nurse me bat 
her own invalid state and the care of three young chil- 
dren — all babies, of course, for she hasn't been married 
five years." 

Diantha, with paper before hef and a pen in her fiur 
hand, sat waiting for dictation. 

•'^Well, tell my mother, please, in your own way, all Dr. 
Ilowell says of my physical condition ; tell her, as soon as 
I can hobble on crutches I shall come to the old home- 
stead for repairs, and I shall be in a precious mood for all 
sorts of petting and coddling." There was a pause while 
Diantha's pen travelled down the page ; and when, in her 
own language, she had reported the captain's progress 
towards crutches, she raised her eyes, asking, "What 
more ? " 

^Tell Bister Elinor there'll be just enougli manhood left 
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in me to make toys for her babies, and they'll find my 
cratches an inexhaustible source of amusement.'' 

** Captain Ashmead, pardon me for saying you are very 
distrustful to-day, and ungrateful too. I'm not willing to 
send your motiier and sister a letter tinged with yout 
present depression, and conveying to them a picture of 
your ungracious temper." 

Diantha's courageous eyes met the captain's equally 
clear, lionest ones as she spoke; he saw in their brown 
depths rebuke; and he saw more — sorrow and disap- 
pointment. The rebuke he could have accepted bravely, 
but not the consciousness that his friend was disap- 
pointed in him; and he burst forth, with an impetuous 
earnestness : — 

**Tell me. Miss Howell, how to conquer this rebellious 
spirit; how to recognize God's mercy and loving-kindness 
in a disaster which has crippled me for life ; how to thank 
Him for permitting the sea to swallow all the hard-earned 
savings of the last twelve years, and how to be grateful 
that my plans for the future were all swept as mercilessly 
from my grasp as were the poor broken masts and planks 
of the Stella." 

Captain Ashmead, in his earnestness, had not heard the 
creaking of the door, nor the light, quick footstep of Dr. 
Howell, who had entered, and now stood behind his 
patient's chair ; but Diantha had seen him, and given him 
a look and smile of such glad and grateful welcome, that 
•lie kp.ew she wished him to answer the captain's ques- 
tions. 

** My good friend," said the doctor, seating himself by 
the captain's side, " your questions seem to imply a doubt 
of the excellency of God's wisdom in creating the earth 
and sea subject to just such natural Uw& a*& Y^(^d\^^^ 
storms. Yoa cannqp doubt that wliEid, snv^^, axi9LX««i «x^ 

6 
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ministers of God's mercy and forethought for the genera] 
good of those whom He has created ? You could hardly 
expect that these natural laws should be turned from tlieii 
legitimate purpose, or that, in effect, a miracle should be 
wrought to save one vessel from wreck? You forget that 
God's infinite wisdom and love have inspired the inventors 
of such means for the protection of commerce and travel 
upon the ocean as the barometer, sextant, compass/titeam, 
and naval architecture. You seem also to have lokt liu^ 
of the fact that while it was not in harmony with' (Sod's 
purposes to work a miracle for the saving of the Stella, 
yet your own life, by the timely floating in of that field of 
ice, was almost miraculously saved." 

"Thank you, Dr. Howell, for your rebuke and your plain 
talk ; both have thrown some light upon things which my 
rebellious spirit has wilfully kept under the shadow of 
doubt. If the questions of my longing, hungry soul could 
be satisfactorily answered, I believe I might yet praise'Yjod 
for His wonderful works. But tell me now what purpose 
God can have in thwarting all my plans, and in maiming 
this body, of whose strength I was justly proud." 

"I don't know enough of your past life to say what God's 
purpose may be in arresting its current ; but that His acts 
are always excellent, wise, and plenteous in mercy, I 
doubt not. Have you not hitherto lived for self-aggrandi^ 
ment alone? Have you ever conscientiously sought to 
know what use God would have you make of the powers 
He has given you ? A beautiful stream of water, flo 
proudly in its own natural courses, may be comparatively 
useless, until the hand of man arrests it and turns it into 
new channels, that it may minister to the needs of com- 
merce and manufactures; and so with the plans and 
purauits of your life : they may appear, to your selfish 
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and finite vision, worthy and sufficient, until God's prov- 
idence hedges in the old paths of your natural inclinations, 
and opens new ones of greater usefulness to your fellow- 
beings, and which shall more truly develop your mental 
and spiritual resources. You admit that you were proud 
of your physical strength ; and has not God shown you the 
foolishness of glorying in that which even a breath of His 
winding waft from you ? " 

^Dr. Howell, since I have seen so much of the power, 
peace, and rest' of a Christian's faith exemplified in you and 
your daughter,.! have longed to possess it. I can say, 
* Lord, I believe ; ' but I am not submissive to His decrees, 
and not satisfied that He permits so much evil to exist." 

"Have you never thought that what beare to us the 
semblance of evil may be only God's minister of good — 
the outward husk which conceals golden corn? If the 
earth's best fruits grew spontaneously, and there were no 
weeds, no thorns nor brambles, no hard, stony soil to be 
broken, no accidents nor disasters on sea or land, in fine, 
no digging, delving, pruning or grafting, no hard research, 
study nor toil to obtain knowledge, wisdom, and riches, 
where should we find courage, patience, heroism, and 
energy ? If sin did not rise in our very paths, clothed in 
the most tempting garb, where should we find the strong 
yi|Btue bom of resistance ? We may regret the necessity 
for pruning the branches of a fiourishing apple tree, until 
we have tasted the richer, sweeter flavor of the ingrafted 
*Ji3t^- ->We may mourn the fall of a sturdy oak until we see 
the ship which has been fashioned from its bole ; and so, 
captain, I might deplore the maiming of your strong body, 
did I not feel confident that our all-wise Father will use 
this apparent evil as a minister of good to your soul ; and 
I pi ay that from the ashes of your buried hoi^^^ ^ti^ ^VaxiSi 
tliere ma^y arise a new lifej which shall beat ^ Xke "^^^^^^2^^ 
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fruits of righteonsness.' You must be content to see some 
things * as through a glass, dai*kly ; ' for if all God's pa^ 
poses and the reasons for all His discipline and chastening 
were written out in characters that we could not mistake, 
there would be no such element of character as faith ; its 
ennobling influence on our lives would be lost ; we should 
be more like machines than free, intelligent, moral agents. 
And now, my good friend, I must entreat you to trust 
yourself without doubt, question, or parley, to the infinite 
mercy and compassionate love of our blessed Christ, rely- 
ing with child-like trust on the atonemeQt He has made, i 
I have no more time for sermonizing this morning," added / 
the doctor, glancing at his watch ; then -turning to hist 
daughter, he said, — ^^^^ 

"Daisy, I have still a -half hour's work to do in the 
hospital, and meantime I have made a promise for you 
without consulting your wishes or convenience." 

Diantha I'ose at once from her seat by the writing-table, 
saying, — 

" I fim sure you have promised nothing that I cannot at 
least try to perform." 

" Then go into the reception parlor, where you will find 
several poor patients waiting, and sing to them until I call 
for you. Some of them caught snatches of the tunes you 
sang to Edna before she was removed, and they have jpejti- 
tioned you, through me, to grant them the privilege rf 
hearing you again." 

There were hesitation and unwillingness expressed' jJi^jf 
Diantha's burning cheeks and drooping eyes ; but after • 
moment's pause she raised them to her father's face with a 
smile of compliance glimmering through teal's, and only 
said, — 

^ I hope my iste ers will nc^ be critical nor exactii^ 
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they Bbould know 'tis not easy to sing when the act is not 
voluntary." 

'^I will promise yoa one generous and grateful listener 
if you will permit my door to remain open while you 
sing," said Captain Ashmead, reaching out his hand as if 
he would detain her until she had promised. 

" You must ask father's permission ; I am only his hand- 
organ this morning;" but the smile which accompanied the 
words t^ld of a spirit willing to confer pleasure, even when 
the means required a sacrifice of personal taste and inclina- 
tion. Sheo walked into the reception parlor, which ad- 
joined Captain Ashraead's room,, and ^. alter making kind * 
•nquiries regarding the welfare of the patients gathered 
there, Ifed giving them j^U encouraging looks and words, 
she seated herself at the piano, and played<:^a few soft, 
minor strains of music, until her own> soul was in harmony 
with the sublime passage frj)& Handel's Messiah, " Coifte 
unto Me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will 
give you rest." Her rich, strong, yet tenderly jathetio 
voice' gave a*%ew meaning and aonore sweetly persuasive 
beauty to the inspired words than Captain Astu^nead h^ 
recognize! in them before. Her vdice carriiad conviction 
to his heart that she had abundant knowledge of the 
" rest " promised to those who seek Christ ; that her hope o 
and faith were like anchors to her soul ;,At also expressed ^ ^ 
the purity, strength, and tenderness of her nature as clear- 
ly as the face mirrors^the character of the heart."' 

For many hours aflSer Diantha had 'ceased to sing, the 
words of the invitation, and the promise echoed ifl the 
captain's heart, wrestled therewith the doubting, question-, 
ing spirit, until, meekly submissive, he had accepted our ;^^ 
Saviour^s invitation, and had found " His yoke easy and His ' 
burden light." 

And when Dr, Howell made \iia t\!Cx\» esS^. V^ '^^ 
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greeted with the calm, confident, grateful assurance of a 
soul that has struggled with sin and conquered it ; that 
has come up from the dark shadows of douht into the 
eternal warmth and sunshine of God's love, pleading no 
merit, no works, no offering of his own, but relying upon 
the sacrificial ofiering of Him who graciously supplicth 
our needs. 



r?» 
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CHAPTER X 
bdna's bblatitbb. 

■ ■ 

** Where'er her troubled path may be, 
The Lord's sweet pity with her go I 
The outward, wayward life we see; 
The hidden springs we may not know." 

**Fathbe, did Captain Ashmead tell you we have no 
:ospect yet of finding Edna's relatives ? The letter ad- 
ressed to Cyrus P. Atwood has been returned by the 
>stmaster of Libnah, who says the family have removed 
om there, and their address is unknown. What is to be 
>ne with Edna?" 

"We might send her to the Orphans' Home, or to the 
>orhouse," suggested the doctor; "but I think we had 
Jtter ' trust and wait ' a little longer." 
Mrs. Bartlette rose suddenly from her seat at the din- 
3r-table, murmuring something about having forgotten 
dna's tea. 

Both, the doctor and Diantha noticed the quick rush of 
)lor to her face, and the pallor that succeeded, as well as 
le nervous excitement revealing itself in her voice and 
ovements, and each looked to the other for explanation. 
" Father, I have seen Mrs. Bartlette excited in a similar 
anner, and almost overcome with emotion, two or three 
mes before : there is a mystery about her ; and you re* 
lember what one of our favorite authors says : — 

' Parle mystery Jiangs round nothing ignite 
Save God along,' 
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Yet Mrs. Bartlette seems as trae, and gentle, and patient 
as a woman need be, and Fm not willing to believe sin lurks 
behind such a face as hers." 

^Do you remember what appeared to disturb her on 
the occasions you have alluded to ? '* 

" She certainly started and turned pale when she first 
saw Edna at the Bonsecour ; and once, when she was sit- 
ting with me sewing, and listening to Edna's account of 
the storm, and her mother's last singing, Mrs. Bartlette 
rose abruptly, saying she was subject to faintness, and left 
the room. 

''Daisy, I think I have the key to Mrs. Bartlette's emo- 
tion, and to her secret. She has told me that Bartlette is 
an assumed name, and I have an impression, amounting 
almost to conviction, that her real name is At wood, and 
that she is the cousin whom Edna's mother hoped to find. 
I have noticed her deep interest in her patient, and her 
evident emotion when plans for the child's future have 
been discussed, and her confusion when your letter to the 
Atwood family was mentioned." 

"But I cannot understand, father," Diantha exclaimed, 
** why a woman who seems so honest and amiable should 
wish to conceal her real name, or her relationship to Edna." 

" I have the key which would probably unlock that mys- 
tery, too. You may have heard me mention a young convict 
in our State Prison by the name of Lewis. He is Mrs. Bart- 
lette's son. I have not told you before because of her ex- 
ceeding sensitiveness, and because I knew if your mother 
should become aware of the fact, she would have an uncon- 
trollable aversion to receiving a woman so connected into 
our family. I first met Mrs, Bartlette last November, in the 
warden's office, where she had had an interview with her 
son, and was just bidding him good by when I entered. 
SAe was BO overcome with grief at tliattim^ 2i& Wi^\i\>^«acLd 
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I remaiced to apply proper remedies for her restorauon. 1 
was interested in ber face and bearing ; there is an air of 
refinement about her much above the average. Her son 
Lewis has fine, regular features, and an intelligent &ce^ 
which does not wear the impress of a soul deeply stained 
with guilt, though he usually looks sullen, aimless, hope* 
less, and defiant. When Mrs. Bartlette had recovered 
from her faintness, I asked how I could serve her. 

" ' If you could only teach my poor boy how to bear th« 
burden of his guilt, disgrace, and punishment,' she answered, 
* and persuade the prison ofiicers to change his work fox 
something more agreeable, — if you could in some way 
make his condition less aggravating and humiliating, — 
you would confer the greatest favor upon both of us.' 

" I promised to do what I could for the young man, but 
again reminded her of her weakness, and her present need 
of help, and of my willingness to serve her. 

" She hesitated, with a truly lady-like delicacy, and then 
frankly confessed she had spent nearly every dollar of her 
money in paying a lawyer to defend her son at his trial, 
and in following him here; and now she was among 
strangers, without the means of support. 

" She seemed to have little thought for herself, and only 
desired to be near her son, that she might see him as oflen 
as the prison rules would peAnit. 

" * I can sew, or teach, or take care of young children, or 
nurse the sick, or do any honest work which shall procure 
me bread and shelter so near to Lewis that I may see him 
often, and help make his long confinement endurable,' she 
added, with tears of such genuine emotion that I asked no 
other voucher for her honesty. I took her to a respectable 
boarding-house, and paid for a week's board in advance, 
and then secured Miss Wheeler's interest, m\\^T* 

^JShe ba§ told me, irom time to tame, -oiuAi ^o\5\» \3«st 
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past life, which, ever since her early marriage, has been a 
Buccession of bitter trials and disappointments ; she seems 
to have endared them with remarkable patience and her- 
oism. 

**The early years of her married life were spent in Lib- 
nah, but for several years she followed her husband from 
city to city; she speaks reluctantly of him, but I have 
learned he was a speculator, a spendthrifl, a gambler, and 
a drunkard. I infer, if she is Edna's cousin, as I suspect, 
her natural delicacy and refinement prevent her from ac- 
knowledging the relationship, as in her present poverty-^ 
and disgraced by a convict son and husband — she could 
in no way benefit the child, and might prove a serious 
binderance. 

^I am ready to exclaim, with one of Shakespeare's char- 
acters, — 

* O, how fiill of briers 
Is this working-day world I ' 

**! have suspected Mrs. Bartlette was familiar with sor- 
row, but I did not think she carried about a heart so full 
of real, living grief and trouble. What brought her son 
to the State Prison ? " 

" I haven't time to tell you his sad story this evening. 
I must be off to see poor Mrt Jenks as soon as I've swal- 
lowed my coffee ; he is suffering very acutely to-day. But, 
Daisy, I think it would be well for you to tell Mre. Bart- 
lette that you know her son is imprisoned here, and draw 
from her delicately the history of her grief. She will be 
stronger and happier for your sympathy, especially if you 
can persuade her to throw off all disguises, and tell yoL 
what she knows of Edna." ^ 

When the doctor left his daughter in quiet po^ssion of 
^e parlor, she aeated herself at tbe "(iiaiio ioT V^x loaiial 
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afler-dinner practice ; and though she was always consci- 
entiously diligent in whatever claimed her attention, — no 
matter whether it was study, or practice, or work for oth- 
ers, — on this particular evening she found it impossible to 
thrust frona her thoughts the sorrowful picture her father 
had given her glimpses of, and to concentrate them on 
the grand old musical composition she was attempting to 
learn. It must be confessed that an anxious desire for 
Captain Ashmead's deliverance from the shackles of doubt 
somewhat shadowed her sunny temper, and ruffled the flow 
of those musical chords which usually dripped from her 
fingers with a smooth, sweet, and pathetic rhythm, quite as 
pleasure-giving as her sister's more brilliant performances. 

Suddenly, in turning the pages of her music-book, her 
eyes were arrested by these words of a favorite anthem : 
" Why art thou cast down, O my soul ? and why art thou 
disquieted within me ? Hope thou in God, for I shall yet 
praise Him who is the health of my countenance and my 
God." 

" Why am I cast down and disquieted," murmured Di- . 
antha, ^' when God has promised that the souls of those 
who trust in Him* shall not be left desolate, and when I 
have so often found fulness of joy in trusting Hira ? Can I 
not leave the cause of the orphan, the stranger, and the 
oppressed with One who delighteth in the exercise of 
mercy and loving-kindness?" 

Casting her burden of anxious thought from her, Dian- 
tha'B musical practice became a song of triumph. If for 
an hour her soul had been submerged in bitterness, she had 
tasted the fruit of that tree which in the days of Moses 
and Miriam made sweet the waters of Marah, and rising 
from the piano, she carried with her to Edna's room that 
strength which is bom of weakness, and "w\i\dcL 



''Gates of brass cannot withstandJ 
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" I have bronght my book and my sewing, and am 
likely to have an uninterrupted evening in this pleasant 
room, thanks to the beautiful snow and its hushing white 
drifts. Only those will go abroad to-night who are com- 
pelled by duty or necessity. God pity those who have no 
shelter from this storm 1 " said Diantha, sitting down upon 
Edna's couch, and pressing an arm fondly and protectingly 
around her young charge. 

" I'm afraid ray little girl has been sitting up longer than 
she ought to-day, and puzzling her brain again with ques- 
tions which the birds are too wise to ask, bemuse they 
know who feeds them and provides the sheltering pined 
and hemlocks for their liomes. I am going to recite a little 
poem to you now, which will give you something to think 
of besides yourself; and perhaps it will give Mrs. Bartlette 
pleasant food for thought." 

Diantha's finely-modulated voice had in reading the 
same sweetness and pathos as in singing. She read with 
a delicate appreciation of the author's sentiment, and with 
the added charm of self-forgetfulness, her only apparent 
desire being to give true expression to the subject and 
pleasure to her listeners. She chose Lowell's charming 
and pathetic little poem, "The First Snow-fall," and 
recited it with such effect that Edna's moist eyes and Mrs. 
Bartlette's forgotten work gave grateful testimony of their 
appreciation. 

And for the next hour Diantha sang and read with as 
much sweetness and patience as if she had the ears of a 
large and educated audience to please, and upon their 
pleasure depended her daily bread ; sang and read until 
sleep wrapped its mantle of rest around Edna. Then for a 
few minutes she sat beside the sleeper, stitching in ^ilencey 
unti] Mrs. Bartlette asked, abruptly, — 
^'Hnve yon ever known a sorrow ox ^ ^\%9LY^cA\i\.m<^TCt^ 
Miss Howell?^ 
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" I Lave had just enough knowledge of both to give me 
sympathy for those who have had greater trials, but only 
the shadow of grief, compared with the substance of 
yours." 

Mrs. Bartlette seemed startled a moment by the answer, 
but presently resumed : — 

" I have sometimes thought your heart must be older in 
experience than in years, because you have such quick and 
ready sympathies for the sorrows of others, and seem to 
know intuitively how to apply balm." 

" Father has taught me how to approach the poor, the 
suffering, and the degraded in such a way as to win their 
confidence and love. He thinks many abandoned men and 
women are saved by kind words, and I'm sure more than 
one heart has been encouraged to bear its burdens with 
cheerful patience, because of father's comforting ministra- 
tions. I've been thinking this evening, Mrs. Bartlette, how 
I might help you bear the weight of grief which so often 
nearly crushes you, and which you try in vain to conceal. 
I know you have an only son in prison, and I'm quite sutq 
you have other trials almost as hard to endure." 

Diantha's soft voice expressed more compassionate ten- 
derness than her words, and for a minute Mrs. Bartlette's 
hands were pressed before her quivering face — only for a 
minute, when, with a shower of tears, she exclaimed, — 

" God knows I am in need of a pitying friend ! You 
shall try to help me if you will. You seem so free from 
guile, so pure and truthful, that I am constantly rebuked 
and humiliated in your presence and your father's, because 
I am concealing so mich from you. You do not even 
know my name." 

"No; but I suspect 'tis Atwood, and you are Edna's 



coasin." 
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uniform kindness, knowing all the while I was acting a 
lie?" 

" Father only told me to-day that your real name was 
not Bartlette, and your emotion when Edna's relatives 
were mentioned, connected with other facts, led us to sus- 
pect you might be her cousin. But had I been sure you 
were trying to deceive us, I should have treated you kindly 
from pity, and with the hope that pitying love might win 
your confidence. You are Mrs. Atwood ? " 

"Yes; and you will not blame me so very much for 
trying to conceal the fact, when you know all my rea- 
sons. Edna's mother was my cousin; but being left an 
orphan when she was a mere child, she was adopted by my 
parents, and became very dear to them and to me. When 
she went to Smyrna, I was her nearest living relative, and 
her husband was without family connections, save very dis- 
tant cousins. I did not know Edna's name when I saw her 
first at the Bonsecour, but I recognized at once a strong 
resemblance to my cousin ; and when I was sure of her 
parentage, and knew I was her only relative, for her future 
good I tried to conceal my knowledge, not only because, in 
my poverty, I could not provide for her, but because I did 
not want her to be clouded with my disgrace. My husband, 
as well as my son, is a prisoner for crime. When Edna's 
mother last heard from me, we were living in Libnah, 
Connecticut, and Mr. Atwood was supposed to be wealthy, 
but dissipated and unreliable. When it was known that he 
was a speculator, a gambler, and in almost every signifi- 
cance of the word dishonest, he commenced a roving life* 
and I followed him, with my only boy, from city to city, 
never remaining many months in a place, until five years 
ago he was arrested in St. Louis for forgery, was convicted, 
and is in prison there. I could not have borne the weight 
ofinjrbasband^s disgrace and my own giie^\iaA.\t. wot been 
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for my son. He was fifteen at that time, and. so far as I 
knew, was an llonest boy. I took him with me to New 
York, living there under an assumed name, that Lewis might 
not suffer for his father's sins, and working hard to keep 
him in school. Two years ago he was generous, impulsive, 
and easily influenced by affection ; but I knew he lacked 
strength of will and moral courage. He was a good ac- 
countant, and secured a situation as assistant book-keeper 
in a large wholesale store in New York, and weakly — 
perhaps I should say wickedly — I concealed from his em- 
ployers his true name and his father's history. He had 
been in this store but a few months when a merchant from 
St. Louis, who had known us when Mr. Atwood was 
arrested, called on business. He recognized Lewis, and 
addressed nim by his true name before his employers, and 
afterwards gave them an exaggerated account of his 
father's crimes. They were of course indignant because 
we had deceived them, and sent for me to make i xplana- 
tions. I told them all my reasons for wishing to conceal 
our real name, and as they were satisfied with Lewis's 
services, they decided to retain him ; but the knowledge 
they had gained made them suspicious and watchful. 

"After a time Lewis became acquainted with several 
fast young men, who persuaded him to indulge in pleasuies 
and luxuries which he could not afford ; and in order to 
appear manly and generous before them, he took small 
sums of money from his employei-s, intending to refund it, 
he says, when he had an increase of salary, which had been 
promised him. But his new friends made him believe his 
employers were niggardly, and his services not sufficiently 
remunerated, and that really the small sums he took were 
only his just due. He had been with the firm nearly a 
year and a half when his petty thieving 'w^'a <^Y&Q.crq<et^^ 
and be was discharged. They were genexow^ exvovsL^ "as4^ 
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to prosecute him, but they used very hard aud bitter words, 
and taunted him with his Other's crimes in such a way as 
to exasperate him and rouse every wicked passion. I firmly 
believe, Miss Howell, if a man like your faUier could have 
dealt with Lewis at that time, he might have been saved ; 
but in the white heat of his passion he conceived the plan 
of robbing the firm and burning their store to conceal his 
erime. He succeeded, with an accomplice, in entering the 
store, robbing the safe, and setting fire to the building. 
But the fire was discovered by the police before it had 
made much progress, and was extinguished. 

"Then the ciime was easily traced to Lewis and his 
accomplice, who had escaped to Chicago, with only nine 
hundred dollars in money, and about two thousand dol- 
lars' worth of valuable goods. They were Arrested there, 
brought back to New York, where Lewis was tried, con- 
victed, and sentenced to twelve years' imprisonment and 
hard labor." 

Mrs. Atwood's narrative was interrupted by many tear- 
ful pauses and choking sobs, and Diantha's sympathy was 
expressed more by softly kissing the mother^s quivering 
lips, and smoothing her thin, gray hair, than in words; 
and yet words of hope and comfort dropped with healing 
power from the maiden's tongue. But Mrs. Atwood, 
though she trusted God, had not learned to thank Him, — 

** Through dark and dearth, through fire and frost, 
With emptied arms and treasure los^," — 

for that grief which had clouded her sun at life's noon, foi 
that evil which seemed to her only blight. 
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CHAPTER XI, 

PLANA AND PBOSPBOTB. 

<* All to of Ood ! If He bat wave His hand, 

The mists collect, the rain falls thick and load, 
Till, with a smile of light on sea and land, 
Lo I He looks back from the departing cloud." 

Longfellow. 

** Must Edna he told ? ^ asked Diantha, when she had 
^ven her &ther the substance of Mrs. Bartlette's revela- 
tions, as they lingered in the wintry twilight over their 
late dinner. 

"You say Mrs. Bartlette desires to assume her true 
name ? " 

" Yes. She has suffered so much from fear of being 
recognized, and is so tired of deceit in all its guises, that 
she expresses entire willingness to be known hereafter as 
Mrs. Atwood, even if the name brings her only new 
Ljiniliations." 

** She has decided wisely ; and now, as Edna is remark- 
ably mature and intelligent for a girl of her years, I think 
'tis best she shonld know her true position as regards rela- 
tives, and not be left in expectation and uncertainty. It 
may not^ be necessary to tell her all Mrs. Bartlette's reasons 
for having concealed her true name ; but she should know 
her cousin has great griefs to endure, and should be taught 
how to perform little acts of thoughtful kindness^ which 
maj/[ lighten the burden. This knowledge of \Xi<i\\i>Kvpi."^\!^ 
majr be of inestimable value to "bolYi, and. XXi*^ ^Y^a^^'t 

7 
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which so providentially brought them together may prove 
God's minister of mercy to them, as it has been to Cap- 
tain Ashmead. I found him rejoicing in hope this morn- 
ing, 'persuaded that neither life, nor death, nor angels, 
nor piincipalities, nor powers, nor things present, nor 
things to come,' could separate him from the love of 
God." 

Diantha sat with clasped hands, downcast eyes, and a 
silent tongue; but the grateful thank-offering of her 
heart found expression in the flushing and paling of her 
face. 

Dr. Howell observed her silence and her eloquent color 
— hesitated a minute, and then said, — 

"Daisy, I haven't thanked you yet on behalf of the 
patients at the Bonsecour for the pleasure your voice gave 
them yesterday; but I have brought you a rich reward 
to-day — acts of self-denial are not often so quickly 
crowned with compensation. Captain Ashmead bade me 
say to you, that the singing of those words impressed bim 
quit6 as forcibly with the infinitude of Christ's mercy and 
loving-kindness as the storm and wreck did with God's 
omnipotence." 

Diantha left her seat, and, kneeling by her Other's side, 
hid her face against his breast, whispering, — 

"I do not deserve to be rewarded with such knowledge; 
I obeyed you reluctantly, and I haven't asked your pardon 
yet for my momentary rebellion against your judgment 
and wishes." • 

"Your gracious compliance quite atoned for the min- 
ute's hesitation, and you have no need to ask pardon. 
Rise, Daisy, and sit by my side while we talk over briefly 
Edna's position. She has been so providentially cast 
upon oar protection^ and is so winning, modest, and intet 
Ugenty BO unStted in her delicate pYiNSvcaV OT%%{:caa&A$:m ^ 
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contact with those whom she would meet in homes pro* 
Vided by public charity, that I have a strong desire to 
shield her, and, so far as possible, give her that parental 
affection and watchfulness which a shrinking, sensitive 
child especially requires. Then she is so warmly attached 
to you, and is so easily influenced by you, that I am will- 
ing to make great sacrifices for the sake of keeping her 
with you.^ 
" Dear father, do you think it possible ? ^ 
" I hope it is. Edna's future prospects have given me 
much anxious and prayerful thought ; and while my inter- 
est in her, and my wish to keep her and provide for her, 
have been increasing every day, I think the obstacles to 
her remaining in our home have been as surely decreasing. 
It is quite probable Louise will marry her cousin Arthur 
in the spring, if he receives the appointment of secretary 
of legation, and will go abroad with him. Her marriage 
will relieve your mother of much care, will reduce our 
household expenses, and will make such a vacancy in our 
home, that I think the addition of Edna will be a pleasing 
novelty for a while. And when your mother has once 
seen her prettiness and graceful, modest bearing, and be- 
come familiar with her many, charms, and accustomed to 
her sweet presence and helpful ways in the household, I 
can but hope she will consent to her remaining, even if "^ 
she does not approve. You and I must economize some- 
what in our other charities, and make a few sacrifices of 
personal tastes ; but I believe we have both decided not 
to make an ofiering to our God, ' which doth cost us 
nothing.' ^ 

** The pleasure of having her with us will more than 
pay the cost of any sacrifices I am obliged to make. I 
can take charge of Edna's wardrobe, and c^x^ ^N^\\Kt 
lessons in everything she will need to Btw^Y aVY^^'efeTkX*^ v^ 
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that her education will be no expense to you for several 
years, and mother need feel no increase of care or respon- 
sibility. O, father, I have so earnestly desired to have 
Edna for my little sister and pupil, that I was almost glad 
when I found she had no relatives who could claim her. 
I've been wanting in patience and faith ever since I first 
saw her, and have found it difficult to cultivate the * wait- 
ing and trusting' spirit you so often enjoin upon me. 
Tour hint about Lou's probable engagement is quite new 
to me. I have noticed the frequent mention of her cousin's 
name in the hasty notes she has written, but have supposed 
his attentions only cousinly. Louise^ is so brilliant and 
accomplished, it seems natural and appropriate for her to 
receive attention and admiration." 

" I didn't know the attentions were assuming a serious 
character until I received a letter fi*om your mother this 
morning. Bead it," the doctor said, handing his daughter 
the letter ; and Diantha read. 

" New Yobk, January 26, 18r— . 
" Dear Stephen : You complain of the shortness and 
infrequency of my letters ; but really if you could see 
what a whirl of exciting pleasures we are living in, you 
would rather wonder that I write at all. But as a disa- 
greeable storm of sleet and snow keeps me within doors 
to-day, I can promise you a long letter. You know Mar- 
velina is the fashion in New York this winter. She has 
a rich and powerful soprano voice, and the most artistic 
expression and style ; and as Ralph has a box and a season 
ticket for his family, and Louise and I are both passion- 
ately fond of the opera, we go to hear Marvelina every 
evening when we are not engaged to a party. We go out 
8o much, and see such fashionable society, that I've found 
mjr new India shawl positively md\si^ftTv^^\^ «a<^ "INw 
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been obliged to make several very expensive additiona 
to my wardrobe; but, thanks to the good fortune of my 
fiist marriage, I can afford to gratify my tastes occasion- 
ally. ^ 

^ Louise is very much admired in her aunt's visiting circle, 
and I must say, both Ralph and his wife have been very 
generous to her ; they have made her handsome presents 
of jewels and wardrobe, and her cousin Ralph is begging 
the privilege of adding a diamond ring to the numerous 
gifts she has accepted from him. Tis proper that I should 
tell you now that Louise seems to regard her cousin with 
rooi*e favor than she bestows upon her other admirers. 
Arthur's plans and pursuits are very congenial to her. He 
has been promised an appointment, which will introduce 
him to the political world, and, as brother Ralph has an 
intimate acquaintance with several members of the Cabi- 
net and Senate, and money enough to buy influence, there 
is no doubt Arthur will be one of the secretaries of our 
legation in France. Just think for a moment of the bril- 
liant prospects open to my Louise — three or four years to 
be spent in the best society of Paris, another year in visit- 
ing the principal cities and charming scenery of Europe, 
and then, life in Washington ! Arthur intends to make 
politics his profession ; and his talents, ambition, and 
money will make his career eminently successful, I've no 
doubt. Dear me I how often I have sighed for just such 
a life as Lou will probably lead ! and if I was as young 
and handsome now as when my dear Arthur died, my 
youth and beauty should raise me to such a social position^ 
as I am fitted to adorn. Of course we see the best soci- 
ety in Hanthrop; but there is a puritanic narrowness 
about it which does not harmonize with my tastes. New 
York society has a broader and more libetdL ''p\2A,^orav\ ^xA 
people don't stop to inquire into the lespecXi^XyKArj oS. ^cpoi 
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pedigree as far back as the landing of the Pilgrims ; bat 
if you have wealth and style, or beauty and accompli^ 
ments, you are received into fashionable circles, and made 
to feel at home by the easy, affable way in which you are 
treated. 

^' I commenced telling you about Louise, but digressed, as 
usual. My thoughts flow so freely, 'tis almost impossible 
to confine them within the limits of a letter. She is quite 
satisfied with her cousin's social position and his politicsd 
prospects, admires his talents and his distinguished per- 
sonal appearance, and is as deeply in love with him as a 
girl should be before marriage. Arthur is perfectly de- 
voted to her ; and in fact, bier uncle, aunt, and cousin Hor- 
tense seem as proud of her beauty and accomplishments 
as if she were already Arthur's wife. Ralph is in Wash- 
ington this week, negotiating for Arthur ; and if his mis- 
sion is successful, the family will give a large party to 
announce the engagement to their friends. Louise is 
having a pale lemon-colored silk made for the occasion. 
It is her aunt's gift, and will be trimmed elaborately with 
point lace. Ralph's wife expressed a wish yesterday that 
you and Di should come on to attend the party; and you 
will, of course, receive formal invitations from hen I do 
hope you will contrive to leave your dreary, treadmill 
duties long enough to catch a glimpse of the gay world. 
It will go a great way towards enlarging and liberalizing 
your ideas of life. These festivities will prolong our stay 
in New York until just before Lent, and Lou will proba- 
bly be manried early in April, and sail immediately for 
Europe. 

^ She will have few preparations to make, as her bridal 
trousseau can be got up in Paris with less expense, and a 
vast deal tnore of style than at home. The stocks of the 
JSnreka were tbirtj-Bix per cent. a\>oNQ '^ax ^^\ax^^^«sA 
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Ralph says we could sell out any day, and make a band- 
some net gain on our investments. He was very enthu- 
siastic, when he went to Washington, in forming a new 
company for the purpose of quartz-crushing in California. 
He has made a conditional purchase of a tract of land and 
a mill privilege on the Feather River, and will send an 
agent out to superintend the erection of a crushing mill, 
as soon as he finds leisure to look after the man's outfit. 
Arthur's business must be settled first; but Ralph says 
within six months after this mill is in working order, the 
stockholders will be receiving handsome dividends. He 
advises Louise to invest in the new -stocks, and she has 
decided to buy two thousand dollars' worth. Of course 
her uncle is quite as deeply interested in her pecuniary 
prosperity as if she were his own daughter. I shall make 
no more investments until after Louise is married, as I 
shall want a large amount of ready money to use at that 
time. We shall be obliged to give a wedding breakfast ; 
and then, before the young people sail, we must have an 
evening reception, not only because we are indebted to 
everybody in the way of invitations, but we shall want 
all Hanthrop to see what a splendid alliance Louise has 
made. 

" And now, doctor, this brings me to the most important 
hem of my letter. I saw yesterday in the Hanthrop " Cou- 
rier" that the elegant residence on Hawthorn Avenue, for- 
merly owned by the late Judge Carruthers, will be offered 
for sale next Saturday. ' The house hasn't been built ten 
years, and I've never been inside it without admiring its 
style, and longing for just such a home. I have heard it cost 
Judge Carruthers over thirty-five thousand dollars ; but as 
he died so suddenly, leaving his afiairs in bad condition, 
most likely the house can be bought for twenty or Iwewt^- 
five thoasand. Just think how desiraASVe a \^«v^^\ie.^ loi 



104 DB. howell's familt. 

as, what advantages it offers to your profession, and what 
an investment for you ! If you buy it, the larger part of 
the price can remain on mortgage ; and property is con- 
stantly increasing in value on that avenue. Immediate 
possession will be given the purchaser, and we could have 
it furnished, and be perfectly at home in it, before Lou's 
wedding cards are sent out. We can rent the dingy old 
house we've lived in twenty years, and I can have the sat- 
isfaction of exercising my taste in furnishing a handsome 
home while I am young enough to enjoy it. Do be gen- 
erous this once, doctor, and let your family live in a house 
suitable to their position in society, and not subject me to 
the mortification of receiving Ralph's family in our old 
house. Louise is not your own daughter, and for that 
very reason all the eyes in Hanthrop will be watching to 
see if her step-father behaves handsomely at this time. 
You have permitted your purse to be drained so long by 
every beggar who tells a plausible story, that you have 
grown neglectftil of the claims of your family and the re- 
quirements of good society. 

" Tell Diantha she must be saving her money, as she 
and Hoitense are to be Lou's bridesmaids, and I should be 
shockingly mortified not to see her as becomingly dressed 
at the breakfast and at the reception as Hortense. I sup- 
pose Stephen has gone back to college ; but the dear boy 
has written me only one letter since Fve been in New 
York. Perhaps he is waiting for me to answer that, 
but you must tell both Di and Stephen how very 
busy I am, and how anxious about Lou's affairs just 
now. When she is fairly off to Europe I shall devote 
myself to them. 

"Have you found any one to claim that little ship- 
wrecked girl ? I never can think of her name. Has Hor- 
sce Metcalf caJJed since we weie m ^fe\? XwW Poof 
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fellow. HeHl be terribly shocked when he hears c f LouV 
good fortune ; but he shouldn't have been so long in mak- 
ing a choice. Lou has never hidden her rare accomplish- 
ments behind a bushel, and a liberally educated young 
man, who has seen so much of the world, ought to know 
how to appreciate her talents, beauty, and style. Bless 
me I the dressing-bell is ringing, and Fve spent three 
precious hours in writing, and have forgotten to alter 
the lace trimmings on the sleeves of my garnet silk, and 
I particularly wanted to wear it this evening. But I 
have always been just so forgetful of self when there 
was anything to be done for the comfort and pleasure of 
others. 

" Let me know immediately your decision in regard to 
the Carruthers house. I shall write again as soon as 
Ralph returns from Washington. With love to Di and 
Stephen, I am 

Yours, affectionately, 

Maey G. Howell." 

Dr. Howell stood with his elbow upon the mantel, 
thoughtfully gazing into the coal fire, while Diantha was 
reading ; and when she had finished, each avoided meeting 
the other's eye. The doctor did not wish his child to 
read in his face the sorrow and regret he felt for her 
mother's worldliness, pride, and ambition; and Diantha 
did not wish her father to see the flush of pain and 
shame which his wife and her mother had kindled by 
the heartless tone of this letter. Diantha was the first 
to speak. 

" Do you think favorably of buying the Carruthers 
house?" 

"No, Daisy; I cannot for several reasowE — l\i^ 0»fc^ 
of which 18 want of weans, I could rai&e 'pet\i«:^«»\i'5J5^ Hiaft 
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^rice of the estate, and allow the other half to remain on 
mortgage ; but it would hamper me, and deprive me of the 
ability to help others. You do not wish it ? " 

" Not for my own sake, — this old house is very dear 
and pleasant, and quite grand enough to suit me, — but I 
am always glad when you can gratify mother." 

"It has been my aim, ever since I married, to surround" 
my wife with as many luxuries as my income would jus- 
tify ; but I dare not incur so heavy a debt for the sake of 
gratifying her, when I know the shadow of it would unfit 
me for my professional duties." 

" When mother's guests airive I can share Edna's room, 
and give up mine to Hortense. I shall be glad to have 
the entire care of Edna now, and Mrs. Atwood might 
leave next week if employment could be found for her 
elsewhere." 

" We shall have three or four weeks to look around, 
before the advent of our distinguished relatives and the 
beginning of Lent. Much can be accomplished in that 
time, and I've no doubt healthy employment can be found 
for Mrs. Atwood's hands and brains. How can Edna's 
wardrobe be made presentable? I wish her to make as 
pleasant and favorable an impression on your mother as 
possible. Dress goes a great way, sometimes, towards 
awakening a kindly interest. How much money will you 
want ? " 

"Not a dollar. Mrs. Metcalf, and several others who 
have heard of Edna's destitution, have given me valuable 
articles of clothing for her; and with the help of Mrs. 
• Atwood's needle, I am getting up a neat, comfortable, and 
even pretty wardrobe. She will be ready for a sleigh-ride 
to-morrow." 

"Daisy, how could I live without you?" asked the 
doctor, drawing hh daughter fondly to Vv\& «vd^^ and rest- 
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ing his face against the golden wealth of her hair. '' So 
true, thoughtful, and unselfish — " 

^Hush! dear papa, and say rather, so arrogant, self- 
willed, and worldly, until your teachings and Christ's 
merciful forbearance helped me to choose the better 
part." 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

THB DOOTOB's LETTSB. 

** How happy is he bom and taught 
That serv^eth not another's will, 
Whose armor is his honest thought, 
And simple truth his utmost skill ! *' 

'* Haitthbop, January 29. 

** My deab Wife : You desire to know as soon as pos- 
sible if my wishes coincide with yours regarding the pur- 
chase of the Carruthers house, and I will reply briefly this 
morning to your last favor, received yesterday. For your 
Bake I have given the subject much serious thought, and 
have called upon one of the executors of the estate to 
learn the price and the terms of purchase. I find it can be 
bought for twenty-six thousand dollars, and my judgment 
tells me 'tis a very reasonable price for such a well-built, 
modern house, so desirably and pleasantly located. 

'' I could not raise half the sum necessary to make this 
purchase without seriously hampering myself, and the re- 
maining hal^ that I doubt not could lie on mortgage, 
would be a burden of debt and care which I dare not 
assume, when I remember the clear head and cool nerves 
requisite to my profession. With my views of account- 
ability to God, it would be positive sin for me to commit 
an act the consequences of which would unfit me for clear- 
Befifl and concentration of thought. Moreover, I do not 
believe any man who is dependent upon \iv^ 'pxQ^<^'&%\QrcL\Aa 
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a moral right to live in a house costing double the amount 
of his available means. 

^ And supposing I could command a sufficient sum to 
purchase the house you desire, it would require so large a 
portion of my income to support a style of living cor- 
responding with the house, that I should have little or 
nothing to bestow in charity, or to lay aside for the use of 
my family if I should be removed by death or incapacitated 
for my professional duties. When I think of the comforts 
and conveniences of our old home, which, by the blessing 
of God, I have paid for, I am unwilling to exchange them 
for the stately elegances of a house as little suited to my 
tastes and habits as the tortoise's shell was to the poor 
snail. I should feel as if I were constantly acting a false- 
hood, and that my grandeur was maintained with the price 
of some poor widow's or orphan's bread. 

" I do not object to a handsome style of living for those 
who can afford it, and who leave a generous margin for the 
relief of those whom our Saviour has commended to our 
care ; but when a house is purchased and furnished, not so 
much for our needs, comforts, and the gratification of our 
tastes, as with the intent of outdoing our neighbors, then 
the extravagance becomes a crime, because it fostei-s envy> 
and tempts others to adopt a style of living beyond their 
means. I sincerely believe, Mary, that many professing 
Christians are at least negatively culpable for the fearful 
increase of such crimes as forgery and embezzlement. 

" Clerks and those who are employed in our civil service, 
professional men with moderate incomes, in fact, thou- 
sands of people with small means, are tempted by the ex* 
travagant and luxurious display of wealih to imitate it in 
the furnishing of their houses, in the expense and style of 
their dress, and in all the fashionable follies oC \>\v^ ^\^%<^\^\^ 
dajr. And in order to keep up this Mae %\iOW ^xx^ ^Y^^vt* 
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ance of wealth, many embezzle funds, speculate in fancy 
stocks, buy lottery tickets, and resort to the gambling 
saloon, hoping and trusting, no doubt, until blunted by 
frequent yielding to temptation, that some tura of fortune's 
wheel will enable them to refund the money, and return io 
honest measures for the support of their expensive habits, 
Iwjfore the curtain rises, and their false life is laid bare. 

" It pains me to deny you any gratification which you 
think will conduce to your happiness ; but neither my means 
nor my conscience will permit me to purchase the Car- 
ruthers house. 

" I am happy to congratulate Louise on her apparently 
brilliant prospects. Such a career as her cousin has 
mapped out for himself opens a large field for Christian 
usefulness ; and I hope the young people will not permit 
ambitious struggles for wealth and political honors to 
eclipse those higher aims and pursuits which ennoble the 
intellect and purify the affections. You, may be sure I 
will do for my step-daughter, at this important crisis of her 
life, whatever seems to me right and consistent with my 
income. 

"Present my regards, please, to your brother Ralph's 
family, and invite them to accept the hospitalities of our 
home for as long a time as they may find it pleasant and 
convenient to do so. It will be impossible for me to* go to 
New York to attend the party given in honor of Lou's en- 
gagement. I have a large number of patients, and several 
whose condition is so critical I should not feel safe in 
leaving them ; and then, Mary, I cannot afford the expense 
of such a pleasure trip when I am anticipating the heavy 
draughts upon my purse which Lou's wedding festivities 
will necessarily occasion. I must rely upon that superior 
knowledge of style which your intimacy with the fashions 
of New York baa given you for \i\)eTa\mTv^TCL>j Qr^Ti\d»»EU 
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If Daisy feels inclined to go, and I can procure a suitable 
escort for her, I shall favor the trip. A glimpse of such 
style as Ralph's family support cannot harm my little field- 
flower, nor ruffle that sweet content of hers which scatters 
such wealth of perfume upon the lives of others. 

" The little shipwrecked girl for whon; you inquire is so 
far recovered that I am going to give her an airing in my 
sleigh this morning. No relatives have been found who 
can afford the child support and protection, and her ner- 
vous system is not yet strong enough to endure the shock 
of a removal from our house. She must be watched with 
tenderest love for many months, else grief for her great 
losses will prove too heavy a strain upon her extremely 
delicate physical strength. 

** Stephen has returned to his studies, but brings back to 
us every Saturday the breezy freshness of his hearty, vigor- 
ous nature, his, tacy stories of student life, and his sopho- 
moric quotations. Beneath this rippling, effervescing tide 
of poetry and sentiment in our boy I believe there is hidden 
the elements of strong, noble, and vigorous manhood, 
which I pray that Infinite Love may awaken and develop. 
Mary, I hope the quiet and rational pleasures which our 
home and my income afford, added to the affection of your 
husband and children, may atone for the lack of those 
gayeties and luxuries which your visit to Ralph's family 
has made familiar to you. Daisy unites with me in love to 
you and Louise. 

Truly and affectionately yours, 

Stephen Howell." 

To appreciate the amount of moral courage it cost Dr. 
Howell to decide against the purchase of a house which 
bis wife particularly desired to own, it wo\x\d \>^ TifcQ.^^^'arj 
to §pend montha in hia family, and bear XXxe o^xe^^^Xfe^ 



112 DR. HOWELl's FAillLY. 

hints and allusions to bis want of tact and business taleni, 
bis old-fashioned notions and lack of ambition, bis heed- 
less disregard of bis wife's refined tastes, superior culture, 
and sensitive nerves, and the rasping frequency with which 
bis charities were cited as an evidence of bis obtuseness 
to the requirements of fashion and the wants of bis 
family. 

The doctor had scarcely folded and directed his letter 
when Diantha entered the room, leading his little patient 
equipped for a drive ; and he gladly turned from the con- 
templation of an unpleasant theme to the duties of his 
profession, which were usually so agreeable and absorbing 
' to his thoughts as to banish all memories of personal pain 
and disappointment. Fortunately for Dr. Howell's peace 
and usefulness, h.e knew " the labor we delight in physics 
pain ; " and probably few struggling, disappointed, care- 
oppressed souls have ever made a better use of such 
knowledge. 

"You do not know how much your father has done. 
Miss Howell, to make my son's condition endurable, and 
to reconcile him to it," said Mrs. Atwood, when she and 
Diantha turned away from the window where they had 
watched the departure of the doctor and Edna. 

"I didn't know father had much power or influence in 
the prison," Diantha replied, in such tones as to encourage 
Mrs. Atwood to speak upon that subject which was al- 
ways so painfully present to her thoughts. 

" It seems to me as if his influence pervaded every place 
in this city — as though he, brought light to every dark 
spot — hope and healing to all kinds of mental and physi- 
cal suffering. When he first met me at the prison, my 
life was barren and wretched ; so valueless I could have 
thrown it away in any dark hour ; but for Lewis's sake I 
trss willing to drag out my dark, da^amox^^t V^^sJ&k^^ 
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the tedious monotony of his prison life; and now the 
activity and charity of your daily life have shown me that 
even I can find some work to do for others.'' 

" And in the performance of it, I trust you may so far 
forget your own sorrows as to be, at least, submissive and 
content to wait." 

" All my hope is buried within prison walls, and there is 
no angel's hand to roll the heavy stones away ; and O, this 
* waiting and trusting' is so hard! Your father has done 
a great deal to ameliorate the condition of my son, but 
he cannot remove him from the contaminating influence 
of prison life, nor shorten the term of his confinement. 
Lewis will be thirty-two years of age if he lived to be 
released — a man in yeai's, but a boy in every thing ex- 
cepting his-knowledge of crime ; unfitted for any respecta- 
ble position in life ; suspected and distrusted because the 
stain of his crime will be branded on his forehead, and its 
ghost will follow him wherever we may flee. Like Cain, 
he will be a fugitive and a vagabond; and our punishment 
will be greater than we can bear." 

Mrs. Atwood's clasped hands and quivering lips attested 
the depth of her pain and grief more forcibly than her 
words. 

" Tell me what father has done for Lewis," asked Dian- 
tha, not daring to offer words of comfort to tlie woman 
whose present was so barren of joy, and whose fears for 
the future were so tangible. 

*• In the first place he persuaded the prison officers that 
Lewis's work was too hard for him: it was stone-cutting; 
and the dust was irritating his lungs, which have never 
been strong since he was a young lad, and suffered from 
a severe attack of pneumonia. The officers would not 
listen to me nor to Lewis regarding the injury of tVift ^xsi^V 
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They thought he had been brought up in idleness, an 1 wa« 
feigning indisposition ; but the testimony of Dr. Howell 
prevailed with them, and they have taken him out of the 
stone-cutting yard, and given, him employment in wood- 
carving, which is much more tolerable to him. Then 
your father won the confidence of Lewis by talking kindly 
to him, and showing him how he might be preparing for 
the distant future. He learned that Lewis had some de- 
sire to be taught civil engineering ; and he has bought 
him books, and has found a man who is willing to go to 
the warden's office twice a week to instruct him. This 
permission from the officers for Lewis to have lessons was 
an especial favor granted to Dr. Howell, and from his 
purse the teacher is paid." 

" Dear Mrs. Atwood, my knowledge of life has not qual- 
ified me to speak with any authority or confidence on this 
subject ; but have you never thought these twelve years 
of punishment may be a wholesome discipline to Lewis? 
that, arrested so suddenly, before crime had hardened him, 
he is more accessible to good influences than he would 
have been had he spent a few more yeare in New York, 
taught by such companions as he had chosen ? You say 
he always lacked strength of will and moral courage. 
May you not hope he will gain firmness and the power of 
resisting that evil which has brought him only disgrace 
and humiliation, and you such bitter grief and pain ? Is 
it not possible he may acquire a love for study through 
the influence of his teacher, the chaplain, and my father, 
who are all deeply interested in him, so as really to take 
his place in the world at thirty-two better fitted for honest 
work and a respectable position than if he had spent 
twelve years as an accountant, and, without committiog 
such crimes as were amenable to the laws, had blunted 
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and weakened bis moral perceptions by yielding to petty 
sins, contracting extravagant babits, and gaining from bis 
associates false views of life and work ? I dare not en- 
courage you to bope tbat if Lewis's character is unexcep- 
tionable for several years, be may be pardoned out ; but I 
will belp you bear tbe burden of your pain and loneliness, 
and I will go with you sometimes to see Lewis, if you 
tbink my visits would encourage bim in trying to do 
well." 

" O, Miss Howell, I sbould be so grateful if you would 
fibow a kind interest in my poor boy. I believe if be 
tbougbt one like you bad confidence in bim, and really 
cared for bis future, be would bave more ambition to 
study, more self-respect, and tbe cbances would be greater 
for bis escaping from tbe contamination of those who are 
older in sin than be is. And if I dared, after all you have 
done for me, ask one more favor — " 

Mrs. Atwood paused, timidity and native delicacy al- 
most forbidding her to ask belp, even where it bad been 
most generously ofiered. 

" Don't hesitate to ask, Mrs. Atwood ; you cannot need 
another assurance of my willingness to grant favors," said 
Diantha, with a smile of encouragement. 

" No. I beard from the patients at the Bonsecour, yes- 
terday, of your kindness in singing to them, and I have 
longed to ask you to sing in the prison chapel, sometimes, 
at morning service. There is something wonderfully per- 
suasive and thrilling in your manner of singing ' Come 
unto Me, all ye that labor ; ' and I believe the tones and 
tbe words might make a deeper and more permanent im- 
pression on the hearts of those poor, hardened prisoners 
than a dozen sermons would, if for no other reason than 
because they steel themselves against trutb^ \q\i\e\i XV:^*^^ 
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think has been prepared expressly to be hurled at crimi- 
nals. Bat the novelty of the singing, combined with the 
persuasiveness of your voice, would give the words a 
power over these degraded men .which some might be 
unable to resist," 

Diantha's eyes were for a minute so full of tears that 
her needle and hands found space to rest. Her first 
thought was one of shrinking from the very air which so 
many rough, crime-stained men had polluted with their 
breatk; and her next was one of hesitancy in using her 
voice in any way which would appear ostentatious. Then 
she thought of Christ's office and mission, "To bind up 
the broken-hearted, to proclaim liberty to the captive, and 
the opening of the prison to them that are bound," and 
of her desire to imitate Him in carrying balm and healing 
to bruised hearts ; she thought of Captain Ash mead's tes- 
timony to the power her voice had given those words, and 
remembered the few ways in which she could offer service 
to her Master, that in reality cost the sacrifice of her pet 
tastes, pursuits, and inclinations ; in fact, any sacrifice of 
hers seemed trifling compared with the effect Mrs. Atwood 
thought might be produced by the singing of that an- 
them. 

It appeared to her so grand and noble a thing to show 
onei human soul the possibilities of attaining a purer man- 
hood, — to sow the seed from which, in after years, golden 
grain might be garnered; that while she thought, her 
timidity, her shrinking hesitancy, melted away, and she 
exclaimed, — 

" If father approves, and can go with me to the prison 
chapel, if the chaplain thinks singing would be acceptable, 
and good might result from it, I will try." 

Mrs. Atwood rose hastily, and touched Diantha's trem« 
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bliog lips with her own, only saying, "God bless you!" 
and the maiden's tears attested the truth and beauty of 
this stanza : — 

''Heaven is not reached at a single bound, 
But we build the ladder by which we rise 
Erom the lowly earth to the yaulted skies. 
And we mount to its summit round by round.' 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

KAKING PBOGBESB. 

** He only is advancing in life whose heart Is getting softer, whose blood 
Warmer, whose brain quicker, whose spirit is entering into Living Peace.'* 

KUSKJN. 

Edna Shreve's visit to Captain Ashmead was not so 
happy in its results as the doctor and his daughter had 
hoped. His presence had recalled too vividly the terrors, 
perils, and losses of the storm and wreck, and the child's 
tears and nervous excitement proved too severe a tax 
upon her strength. She was brought back in Dr. Howell's 
arms, sobbing and hysterical, and several days passed be- 
fore she regained the quiet cheerfulness which had been 
hers before this visit. When she was again strong enough 
to leave her chamber, the doctor permitted her neither to 
ride nor to call upon Captain Ashmead unless accompanied 
by Diantha, and only to spend an hour of each day in the 
parlor, listening to her patient friend's singing and playing. 
Music had a most soothing influence upon Edna, even when 
she was delirious. 

Two weeks have passed since Mrs. At wood threw off 
the incubus of deceit, confessing her sorrow and her hu- 
miliation, and accepting human help and sympathy ; and 
there is now more quietude in her movements, more soft- 
jyess and patience in her eyes, and more hope in her &oe. 
ififie seems to be gaining a Blight meaaux^ o^ ^^^-^oiY^^^Xk!^ 
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and athwart the heavy darkness of her grief the rays of 
faith's sunshine glimmer faintly. 

The doctor and his daughter have attempted to offer 
little direct consolation to Mrs. Atwood, but have per- 
suaded her to interest herself in the triate, sufferings, and 
po\city of othei*s, knowing that such an interest is the 
best medicine for her own aching heart. 

She goes daily to the Bonsecour Home to bandage and 
bathe the broken limb of an orphan Scotch boy, and as- 
sists poor, overburdened Mrs. Jenks in caring for her rheu- 
matic husband and crippled child ; and twice every week ^ 
the generous warden of Hanthrop piison permits her to 
spend a half hour with her son. 

"Daisy, I have found employment for Mrs. Atwood 
which promises to enlist her sympathies and busy her 
hands. I shall give you the pleasure of informing her," 
said the doctor, one bright February morning, when Mrs. 
Atwood and her young charge had quitted the breakfast 
parlor. 

"I hope, father, whatever work you have found will not 
occupy her so closely, nor take her so far away, as to pre- 
vent frequent meetings between her and Edna." 

" She will not be a half mile from us, nor a much greater 
distance fi'om the prison, and will have the care of two 
young children. Their mother, Mrs. Pomeroy, is a patient 
of mine, and has been wishing for several months to pro- 
cure just su'rl a person as Mrs. Atwood." 

"I have heard of a Mrs. Poraeroy in Atherton Place, 
who is a great sufferer, very nervous, fastidious, and diffi- 
cult to please; I'm afraid Mrs. Atwood will find such a 
person unsympathetic, and will get discouraged." 

**! have known Mrs. Pomeroy for nearly a year; she 

certainly is a great sufferer, very nervous, axiSi ^o\ci^^\vaX» 

peculiar, as coD&rmed invalids oft,en are, "but Vi\)ckSi\ ^ ^xip 
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erouB, conscientious woman, and a devoted mother. I 
have told her Mrs. Atwood's story, and have seldom seen 
any one more deeply interested in a tale of grief and mis- 
fortune than my patient was. I prophesy much Jfood to 
both women fr«fti the relations that will exist I etween 
them. The children have not been well managed during 
their mother's illness, and are a little boisterous and self- 
willed, but are bright, and so young as to be easily moulded 
by gentle, jSSicious treatment. Mrs. Atwood will be ex- 
pected to look after their physical wants, and introduce 
J them to the mysteries of spelling and reading. The chil- 
dren are twins, and nearly six yeare old. You may tell 
Mrs. Atwood about this situation, and also that she will 
receive liberal compensation, and be treated in a kindly, 
considerate, and lady-like way; and mind, Daisy, it will 
not be wise to weave into your statement of the case any 
doubts and prejudices of your own." 

"How do you know I have any doubts and prejudices?" 
asked Diantha, raising a face which, in its delicately chan- 
ging color, mirrored every emotion of her soul. 

"My child, your face is like an open book to me, and I 
can readily detect in it anxious misgivings for your friend, 
and a desire to shield her from any new annoyances and 
trials. You must know that I don't wish to secure an easy 
situation for Mrs. Atwood ; 'tis necessary for her health of 
mind that all her womanly tact and sympathies should be 
m constant exercise. I thought of the mental and phjsi* 
cal welfare of both my patients when making this arrange- 
ment. Mrs. Atwood might have found employment with 
her needle, or as nurse at the Bonsecour, but I considered 
the care of young children and the companionship of a 
nervous invalid better for her." 

The doctor finished his last sentence while drawing on 

Ii/a overcoaty and making ready foi \.\ift ^Toi«esvo\jia\. ^^adofiik 

o/* the day. 
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**Stop a minute, father, and read your letters before 
going out. Here's the boy with the morning mail just 
coming up the steps, and I can't wait until dinner-time to 
know if there's any news from mother.** 

The doctor looked as if he could Vait^ he was not ex- 
pecting anything which would stimulate and strengthen 
him for the labors of the day ; but he would not disappoint 
Diamtha. 

" We have a generous packet from New York at last," 
said the doctor, glancing at his lettera ; and handing Dian- 
tha one from Louise, he broke the seal of an envelope bear-^ 
ing his wife's superscription, and there fell from it a slip, 
cut from a newspaper, containing the following announce- 
ment. Dr.' Howell picked it up, and read aloud, — 

** We learn by special despatches from Washington that 
Arthur Goodenow, Esq., son of one of our most entei-pris- 
ing merchant princes, has received the appointment of 
secretary to the French legation. He will be expected 
to sail for Europe early in April. The appointment re- 
flects honor and credit upon the wisdom and shrewdness 
of our Cabinet, as well as upon the young man's biilliant 
talents." 

Dr. Howell's whistle had not been so prolonged, nor so 
musical, for several days; it received inspiration from his 
knowledge of the large amount of money Ralph Goodenow 
had spent in awakening the "wisdom and shrewdness" of 
the Cabinet to a perception of Arthur's fitness for the ap- 
pointment; money had "pricked the sides of theu* intent." 
iP^Bfentha's face, while listening to the paragraph, wore 
only a look of pleased gratification. " I am glad for Lou's 
sake," she said. " If she really loves her cousin, his failure 
would have grieved her, and deferred her marriage and 
the pleasures of her foreign tour." 

*^If 8be really loves him — " The doctoT Ciomm^M^^^^ 
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sentence, but finished it with a low musical accompani 
ment, perfectly understood by his daughter. 

" We have here a note of formal invitation from Mr. and 
Mrs. Ralph Goodenow, soliciting the company of Dr. 
Howell and daughter for the evening of the 17th. You 
can digest that •and your note from Louise while I am 
reading your mother's letter." 

And this letter we shall venture to insert — not only be- 
cause it is the last communication from Mrs. Howell's gifted 
pen which we shall have occasion to read, but because it 
^so^truly daguerreotypes that lady's peculiar individuality' 
and ** interior life." 

■ 

" New Yoek, February 9, 18 — . 

" Dear Doctor : You will see by the paragraph which I 
cut from the 'Morning Chronicle,' that Arthur has received 
an appointment which opens for him a brilliant political 
career ; and you will also receive, with Diantha, invitations 
to a magnificent reception, which will be given by Ralph 
and his wife on the 17 th, to announce the engagement of - 
their son and the distinguished honors our administi*ation 
has coufeiTed upon him. I did not tell my brother's 
family of your impolite declination of their proposed kind- 
ness, thinking it best you should make your own excuses, 
and proclaim your indifference to your step-daughtei*'s en- 
gagement and your wife's wishes, in your own conceited 
way. The people of Hanthrop will know, sooner or later^ 
that Dr. Howell's charity and liberality are garments only 
worn in public — that his own family are obliged to sabnui 
to a daily crucifixion of their tastes,- that his philanthr^mi^ 
measures may be paraded. 

" More than six hundred invitations have been issued for 
this party — not alone to the most wealthy, refined, and 
elegant of the fashionable circles, but to distinguished 
statesmen, ai-tistB, and authors, of Ra\^\>La\xciC!^?ii\i\a3aRfe, "^^ 
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nays this party will cost him at least ten thousand dollars; 
and besides giving Arthar a splendid outfit, be is going to 
make Lou a bridal present of ten thousand dollars' worth 
of shares in the ' Feather River Quartz-crushing Company.* 
The Symphonic Band, probably the most artistic perform- 
ers in America, has been engaged for the occasion, and 
Ralph has already ordered over a thousand dollars' worth of 
flowers to be used in decorating the rooms. But you will 
shrug your shoulders when told of such generous expendi- 
ture of money, and think only of the number of ungrateful 
beggars it would support. You remember our Saviour re- 
buked His disciples when they intimated that the alabaster 
box of precious ointment ' might have been sold for much, 
and given to the poor;' and that rebuke has always clearly 
indicated to my mind that our Lord is pleased when we 
spend our means in the cultivation of elegant tastes. Of 
course a man who dares not incur a debt of thirteen thou- 
sand dollars will look at everything from the same narrow, 
utilitarian stand-point as did the uneducated fishermen of 
Galilee. I was foolish enough for a few hours to hope your 
own pecuniary interest would stimulate you to buy a house 
where I could invite my fiiends without a blush, and 
where I could be surrounded by those evidences of laste 
and culture which are so vitally essential to a refined 
nature ; but my twenty yeara' familiarity with your narrow 
potions and prejudices should have taught me wisdom, and 
jBayed me the pain of a refusal from one who never under- 
me. You have looked at life only through your pro- 
eyes, and, as a matter of course, have become blind 
to the requirements of polite society. I trust after my 
dear Lou's marriage t shaft never be obliged to humiliate 
myself by begging fevors of one who cannot appreciate my 
delicate, tastes. ISalph Bays I may reaaotvaJoV^ \vcy§^ tjk^ 
MinaJI caj4tBl will increase with such rap\d\tY «^^^.o ^^Tt^s^X 
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me in purchasing a house before Lou returns fi*om Europe, 
where the mother of one connected with our most fashion- 
ablosas well as our most distinguished political circles can 
receive her daughter with becoming style. 

" If Di accepts Mns. Goodenow's invitation, you must 
give her at least one hundred dollars for the paity dresfi, 
which will be indispensable ; and much as I want my dear 
girl should have a taste of such innocent pleasures as other 
young people enjoy, I shall be ashamed to introduce her to 
Ralph's family unless she comes with a new cloak and two 
new dresses. Even if she has every advantage that dress 
can give her, she will be a striking contrast to Louise— 
poor Di ! she is so wanting in style. 

" We shall return to Hanthrop before the 25th, and shall 
make ready during Lent for Lou's marriage and departure 
for Europe. Both events will probably occur before the 
10th of April. Arthur will go to Washington to receive 
his instructions immediately afler the engagement party, 
and will probably remain there until the last of March. 
With love to Di and Stephen, 

I am yours, as ever, 

Maby G. Howell." 

The doctor read aloud those paragraphs of his wife's 
letter referring to Arthur's appointment, the partj, and 
Diantha, but wisely withheld from his daughter her moth- 
er's severe and unjust criticisms upon himself. Yet there 
was a minor note of almost inexpressible sadness in^ 
tones, revealing to Diantha's quick ear his disappoi 
and his wound. 

Never had his large and generous heart craved human 

sympathy more than at this crisis. His affections had long 

eiuce reached the summit of that trellis which his wife's 

oold, caJcalatiDg worldliness pTeaeute^) ^lA x^o'w V^<^ ^ 
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tendrils, eager for that supportiDg love so ne^ssary to the 
growth and development of every man's as well as every 
woman's life. Our hearts, like our intellects, demand 
sustenance, else they become dwarfed and shrivelled. 
Give us an earthlv love sufficiently true, pure, and no- 
ble, and our hearts expand and deepen, our charities be- 
come broader, our labors sweeter, and our lives richer; and 
when this earthly love fails to reach us in our own homes, 
the greatest honor and reverence are due to those who 
seek not the sacrament God has ordained for our human 
needs, outside the channels He has blessed. But Dr. 
Howell's soul had climbed to true greatness by forgetting 
self, by helping others, and by drawing inspiration from the 
springs of Infinite Love; and only when freshly pained and 
wounded by his wife's coldness and wilful misinterpreta- 
tion of his motives was he keenly conscious of his loss. 

Diantha was the first to speak when the reading of the 
letter was completed. 

" Dear father, I shall not go to New York." 

** Why, Daisy, what excuse can you offer ? This is the 
10th — isn't there time enough for Madame Lavitte to get 
up a cloak and two new dresses in a style sufficiently 
magnificent to be seen by the cultivated circles of New 
York ? " There was not only sadness in the doctor's tones, 
but a bitterness and sarcasm never heard when the better 
part of his nature was triumphant. 

" I'm afraid my wardrobe would hardly be satisfactory 
to mother — :and I know your purse will be heavily taxed 
for the wedding festivities ; but more than al\ I could not 
be happy to leave you and Edna, now you need me more 
than mother does." 

" J)aisy, make your choice in this matter without con- 
sidering the tax upon my purse. In d\spos\T\^ oi xs^J '«v- 
Mtti^ I alwayB lay aside a sufficient Bum fox ei\^«vi<svfi»a 
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and can now give you the required amount without making 
any great sacrifice. Your mother may be more than half 
nght when she accuses me of illiberal notions ; and if the 
peculiar duties of my profession have made me narrow and 
conceited, I don't want my child's life to be warped and 
colored by my mistakes. You have earned a holiday by 
your faithful attendance on Edna, and I can make some 
arrangement by which Mrs. Atwood can remain here 
during your absence. Daisy, tell me if this journey would 
give you pleasure, if you knew I could afford the expense 
* of it." 

" To see New York, and to visit mother's relatives in a 
quiet way, will be very agreeable when I am in the mood; 
but to be perfectly candid, father, I don't think mother or 
Lou have expressed much heartiness in wishing me to join 
them. And you know there is to be a descent of style and 
grandeur upon our modest home, sufficient to liberalize the 
most depraved narrowness — so I need not go to New 
York for breadth and clearness of vision." 

"Then stay at home, Daisy, and we'll prepare some 
pleasant surprises fof your mother by rejuvenating her 
chamber and the parlor with fresh paper and paint ; and 
perhaps by declining the New York invitations we can 
afford to buy a new parlor carpet." 

" If we could," exclaimed Diantha, her face radiant and 
flushing with pleasure, " it would be worth more than all 
New York to me ! " 

" Extravagant ! " said the doctor, touching her flushed 
cheeks ; but he carried a lighter heart to his professional 
duties that winter day, because of Diantha's tender love, 
tind because of her appreciation of his motives and het 
hearty cooperation in his work. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THB MOBNINO YISITOB. 

** Her air, her smile, her motions told 
Of womanly completeness; 
A music as of hoasehold songs 
Was in her voice of sweetness." 

Whittieb. 

** To what purpose cometh there to me incense from Sheba ? and the sweel 
•ne from a far country ? " ^ 

" Miss Howell, I shall caiTy the remembrance of that 
mthem with me to the bleak country parsonage where 
rour father says I must spend the next three months," said 
3aptain Ashraead, when Diantha rose from the piano. 
She had just finished singing for him the air from Men- 
lelssohn's Elijah, " O, rest in the Lord ; wait patiently for 
3im." Her own faith found expression in the words and 
nusic ; and no wonder her voice, always tenderly sweet 
ind thrilling, had left an echo in the captain's heart, espe- 
jially when we remember that his ears had been more 
amiliar with the creaking of cordage and the roar of 
>reakers than with the sound of a piano or a woman's 
roice. 

The captain had prolonged his first call much beyond 
jonventional limits before he asked for music; but Dr. 
3o well's parlor — rejuvenated with a delicately tinted pa- 
)er;and a ne^ Brussels carpet, whose richly-bl^wd^d <iR\sst\ 
taj/^oDized with the paper, and a few modiem ^asS^% ^^ 
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furniture, which had been purchased as a peace offering — 
looked BO bright that any one might well be excused for 
lingering, even had the room possessed no other attraction 
than its pretty paper, bright carpet, and pleasant pictures. 
But when a dainty little girl sat upon a low stool by bis 
side, leaning upon him with child-like trust and affection, 
and raising to him eyes that shone with truth and inno- 
cence, listening to him with a rare commingling of child- 
ish simplicity and womanly intelligence, any man mightv 
have sinned against the laws of etiquette, and remained 
almost unconscious of the lapsing hours. Edna Shreve's 
affection for Captain Ashmead was heightened by the 
feeling that he was the only connecting link between her 
new and her old life. 

y But aside from the agreeable features of the room, and 
the charming artlessness of the child who leaned upon 
him, there sat opposite him one who seemed to the honest 
captain complete in gracefulness and intelligence ; whose 
low voice had sweetest music for him, and whose every 
word, look, and movement were garnered in his heart 
with a miserly eagerness known only to strong natures 
that have not been stirred by deep passions until near the 
noontide of life. Captain Ashmead was past thirty, and 
had been in port so few months since he was a boy, that 
he knew comparatively little of woman's society, until the • 
wreck of the Stella brought him into friendly relations with 
the doctor's daughter; and alas! this very wreck, which 
awakened him to such sweet possibilities, had also deprived 
him of the power to ask any woman for her love. The 
cruel, grasping waves had swallowed all the captain's 
means ; and without a home, without employment event 
and crippled I He dared not dwell for a moment on his 
losses; but looking at Diantha Howell, whose hands WffSB 

basieiji with a bit of sewing, wVaeb. ^^aiN^Yi^T brown fief i 
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an excuse for rarely meeting his, and whose fitful col ir be- 
trayed the quickness and delicacy of her perceptions, as 
well as the truth and modesty of her character; whose 
purity, strength, and self-forgetfulness had cheered the 
long weeks of his hospital life, he said again and again to 
himself, that a man should thank God for having known 
such a woman as Diantha Howell ; that his own life should 
be purer and richer in thought and deed for the knowl- 
^edge he had gleaned from her. 

Possibly the remembrance of his poverty gave him 
sti'ength and courage to leave the charming room ; and if 
that remembrance did not biing his thoughts down from 
the golden possibilities to the leaden-colored realities of 
life, the crutch which Edna sprang to give him, when he 
said he must go, was powerful enough to sweep the clouds 
ii'om his vision. 

" Miss Howell, I have no excuse to ofier for the length 
of my call, excepting my selfish forgetfulness of everything 
but pleasure in your conversation and music," said the 
captain, Vith honest bluntness. 

Diautha's reply was somewhat stammering and incohe- 
rent ; but Captain Ashmead inferred from the tenor of it 
that he had not transgressed beyond the hope of pardon. 

" We lunch at one o'clock, and father sometimes favors 
us with a call at that hour. Will a bit of cold chicken and 
the hope of seeing your doctor tempt you to stay ? " 

" I need no temptation beyond the charm of your pres- 
ence and that of my little friend ; but as mine is to be a 
life of self-denial, I may as well begin by resigning the cold 
chicken to-day." 

It would have been almost amusing to see two such 
honest natures attempting to throw up a flimsy barrier of 
defence with commonplaces, had there not. b^en ^ \s\\\iQV 
i}Ote of pathetic Badness woven througt t\i^ -pX^^ivjXw^^'s^* 
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" How soon will you leave the Bonsecour ? " asked 
Diantha. 

"To-morrow. I go to my sister Elinor's parsonage; 
mother has a home with her. This will be my last chance 
to thank you, Miss Howell, for all your kindness to a ship- 
wrecked stranger, and words do not flow easily now that 
I wish to speak of my indebtedness and gratitude ; but 
there may come a time when I shall be able to show in 
deeds my appreciation of your father's generous services 
and your own kind attentions." 

"Think no more of them. Captain Ashmead. Father 
and I have only done what you would in similar circum- 
stances ; and we have already received our cdmpensation 
in seeing you at peace with God, and waiting patiently for 
Him. Shall you go to sea again ? " 

" That question is almost constantly before me ; but I 
cannot answer it yet, because my plans for the future are 
so undefined. The sea has lost its charm for me, and an 
eager hankering for a home on shore has taken possession 
of my thoughts. The perils of a seafaring life, ifs depri- 
vations, and its limited usefulness, have appeared in a dif- 
ferent light since Chi-ist has mercifully roused me from 
the apathetic indifference that clouded my life before the 
wreck. I shrink from the isolation, and from all the asso- 
ciations of my past life, and would gladly engage in some • 
business which would enable me to serve my fellow-men 
more efficiently than I could on shipboard, and during 
those short stays in port, when the captain of a ship must 
necessarily be much engaged with the lading and unlading 
of his vessel. Dr. Howell says I must make my rell^^ 
tives in Vermont a long visit before laying plans for my 
future, and meantime trust that God will open a path of 
usefulness before me. If I should visit HanthropF agpuil, 
may I venture to call as a Moxx^, no^ \>^^\* \ ViV7« no \ 
longer any ciaims upon your sym^aXYv-j a» axi von^^H^V 
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** We shall always be glad to see you ; and you know 
father wishes you to regard yourself, jointly with him, aa 
Edna's guardian. You must come to see your little ward 
as often as possible." 

" I'm afraid my guardianship will be of little use to Edna 
for a long time ; but I shall always be interested in the child, 
whose brightness and delicacy impressed me so deeply when 
I first met her amongst the filthy and disgusting crowds 
that swarm upon the wharves of Smyrna. She seemed like 
a sweet New England wild-flower in a garden overgrown 
with poisonous weeds — her purity and innocence weaving 
around her an invincible armor ; " and the captain laid a 
hand upon the curls that clustered around Edna's fair 
forehead, and looked again into her upraised eyes, brim- 
ming with* affectionate gratitude. 

"Pr. Howell tells me he hopes to keep Edna with you 
for the present," added Captain Ashmead. 

" Yes ; and if mother approves, our house will always be 
her home." 

"I wish Edna's mother might have had a vision of this 
home during that last awful night when death hovered 
around the poor Stella's disabled hull ; and yet I doubt if 
she needed it ; there was no lack of faith in her voice while 4 
she had strength to sing — " Edna did not wait for tl.^tf^ 
captain to finish his sentence, but kissing the hand which 
she had clasped in both her own, she dropped it and ran 
hastily irom the room. 

"Have I injured the child by my heedless allusions 
to the wreck and to her mother?" asked the dismayed 
captain. 

" She is easily overcome, and we shield her as much as 
pos»ble from exciting causes. She will soon recover from 

^iMboaJd have been more guarded m my «5e^0a.\\s^ 
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you must remember I have seen little of womeu and chil- 
dren : my life has been spent with rough, blunt sailora. 
Will you attempt my vindication with Edna ? " 

For answer Diantha placed her hand in the large, shapely 
one outstretched by the captain. It was retained a minute; 
then, with a scarcely articulate " God bless you," the fidr 
hand was canned to his lips, flung hastily from him, and the 
proudly sensitive, honorable man passed from the room. 

Diantha remained standing, veiled in the bright color 
which her friend's unexpected salute had brought to her 
face and throat, listening to the sound of his crutch as he 
walked down the brick-paved path to the carriage that 
awaited him ; and when the sound of the crutch was no 
longer heard, she listened to the voice in her heart, which 
persistently asked. Why this confusion because o'f so tiifling 
a thing as a kiss left upon her hand by a grateful man ? 
Why this sorrow and regret in parting from one whom 
she had known scarcely two months? What meant the 
new zest and rich flavor which the wreck of the Stella had 
brought to her life ? " To what purpose cometh there to 
me incense from Sheba, and the sweet cane from a far 
country ? " questioned the maiden ; and standing there, she 
confessed to herself that nevermore should she lose the 
consciousness of Captain Ashmead's touch upon her hand — 
nevermore pass from out the sunshine of the honest, manly 
love she had seen in his eyes. Then Diantha laid the sweet 
knowledge away in her heart, vowing that its •perfume 
should enrich her whole life, even if Captain Ashmead was 
never in a position where he could speak more plainly than 
he had to-day, and took up the work which she had dropped 
to give her hand to her friend in parting, softly smiling 
when she thought of the honor that little member had re- 
ceived, and the significance and sacredness it had added to 
Jier life. And if that hand could mva\aX«t TSiOT^\ift»s\Scs ta 
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the needs of others than it had hitherto — if it could be 
purer and more unselfish — her heart had received the stim- 
ulus which would inspire and strengthen it. 

Not many minutes did Diantha brood over her new hap- 
piness, while her swift needle fashioned a garment for Mrs. 
Jenks's crippled Susie, when, remembering Edna's freshly- 
wounded heart, she flew to the child's chamber to dry her 
tears and apply balm to her bruises. 

**Fm so sorry to have him go I" sobbed Edna, when 
Diantha raised her from the couch where she had thrown 
herself in the passion of her grief. "He is the only one 
who knew mamma and Nathan, and I never thanked him 
for all his goodness to them, and I didn't say good by.'* 

** Never mind now, Edna; I'm sure Captain Ashmead 
knows you are grateful. He went away feeling sadly be- 
cause he had wounded you, and he asked me to excuse his 
want of thought to you." 

"He didn't mean to hurt me; but when he spoke so of 
mamma's singing, and I thought how she used to sing the 
dear old hymns and ballads on the deck of the Stella, and 
Captain Ashmead used to listen and thank her, and the 
sailors would cheer, and Nathan and I were so proud of 
her, — O, it was quite too much, and I had to run quickly 
from the room to prevent Captain Ashmead from seeing 
my tears. He must think me sc ungrateful and rude ! " 

" No ; he thought you were a sensitive little girl, whose 
heart was stijl full of love for the dear lost mamma and 
brother, and whose tears were always ready to flow when 
you thought of your griefs. But wipe them away now, Edna, 
and let me tell you of something you can do to show your 
friend how kindly you feel for him, and how gratefully you 
remember all he did for your mamma. First, you can 
write him a letter, and tell What yo\\\ia3L tvo\, %Vceti<gpCk. \^ 
§ay before he left; and then I will t^ach ^o\x \»o ^\x^\Qv^^i. 
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bim a pair of slippers, that will remind him of his little 
friend every time he wears them.'' 

Diantha's sunny cheerfulness was contagious, and Edna 
was soon smiling through her tears ; but there was still a 
quiver in her voice when she asked, — 

" Will Captain Ashmead come here again ? " 

" I dare say he will. You are his ward, and of course 
he'll come to see how fast you are improving. I have not 
told you yet that papa says I may give you music lessons 
next week, and that we may begin to read French together 
as soon as we please." 

Nothing more was needed to complete the child's victory 
over her tears; smiles were triumphant as soon as she 
heard of the permission to learn music of her friend. 

'' Now bathe your eyes and face in cold water, and well 
go out for a walk. There'll be time enough, if you are 
quick, to carry the apron you made to Susie Jenks. I 
shall be ready in the parlor when you come down." 

And the two were soon walking as briskly towards Mrs. 
Jenks's, and talking as cheerily as if the wreck of the Stella 
had woven into their lives only golden threads. 

Dr. Howell could not help observing, with some sur- 
prise and annoyance, it must be confessed, a shade of new 
and tender meaning in his daughter's face — an indescrib- 
able grace and self-reliance, that told him her heart and 
brain had gleaned a knowledge which would transfigure 
her whole life. 

And when they were left alone in the twilight, and she 
described to him, with averted eyes and tell-tale color 
Captain Ashmead's call, he exclaimed, with a sigh, — 

** My Daisy I my field-flower I has 

' She too received her sacramental gift 
With eucbaristic meaiiVa^a'^ " 
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For answer, Diantha only bid her blushing face. 

" I have so constantly thought of you as consecrated to 
our Master's work, that perhaps I have not been careful 
enough to shield you from such knowledge as has come to 
you to-day ; and yet it would have been selfish in me to 
rob your life of the pure and elevating stimulus a great 
love gives. But, Daisy, I have some little consolation in 
remembering that Captain Ashmead has no home to offer 
yon ; that many months, even years, must pass before ho 
can prove himself worthy of keeping such a treasure. Will 
you be content to work with me, and be, as you have been 
so many years, the delight and solace of my life, until I am 
satisfied that whoever claims your love is worthy ? " 

In the fulness of her trust, and with that self-forgetful- 
ness which was the charm and crown of her life, Diantha 
promised. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

MBS. HOWBLL's BBTITBV. 

" No pleader can prevail 
Who prays against the laws ofTime or Fate; 
No matter how wc murmur and bewail. 
The robins will not build in winter hall, 
Nor lilacs bloom in February. Wait." 

Elizabeth Akebs. 

It was Ash-Wednesday — a soft, spring-like day, that 
was sapping the heart of the few lingering snow-banks, 
and causing the buds of the maples and lindens to swell 
with a new, mystical life. Mrs. Howell had given«her 
husband and daughter reason to expect her as soon as the 
fashionable world paused for religious and physical recu- 
peration, and therefore the doctor's house had been made 
as attractive as loving though tfulness and willing hands 
could make it, in anticipation of the return of its mistress/ 

Flowers filled the parlor with fragrance, and a dainty 
neatness, a pleasing harmony of colors, a home-like air of 
comfort and peace glowed and sparkled, and held out in- 
visible hands of welcome. 

♦ If the doctor was conscious of a lack of spontaneous, out- 
gushing love for his wife, he was the more keenly watchful 
in bestowing upon her every delicate attention which duty 
could suggest; his noble nature paid all due honor and 
reverence to the mother of his children^ and the woman hi 
had promised to cherish. But Dr. TLo^n^W 
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"Loved largely, as a man can love, 
Who, baffled in his love, dares live his life, 
Accept the ends which Grod loves for his own, 
And lift a constant aspect." 

Mrs. Ralph Goodenow did not receive company daring 
Lent. She frankly confessed that why forty days of ball- 
giving and opera-going should be given up at this season 
was incomprehensible to her. She had a vague impression 
that her church intended to commemorate our Saviour's 
forty days' fast, or, it might be, the forty years' wandering 
of the Israelites in the wilderness, — she was not sure; but 
she did know that a close observance of the fasts, and at- 
tendance on all the lectures and religious ceremonies which 
had the sanction and authority of the church, and which 
Dr. Mintwell recommended as appropriate and becoming, 
would make life a wilderness for her. 

Mrs. Howell and Louise not only needed this season for 
rest and preparation for that heaven which they trusted 
would finally be theirs, but they also required the time 
to prepare for Lou's marriage and jouniey to Paris — 
an elysium much more real to them than the Eternal 
City. And so on Ash- Wednesday they came, not exactly 
in the garments of humiliation, and with the symbol of 
Repentance upon their foreheads, but in handsome trav- 
elling dresses, made in the latest New York style, and with 
an extra trunk, nearly as large as a bureau, containing 
those evidences of enlarged and liberalized ideas which 
they had gleaned by a sojourn of two months in the me- 
tropolis. 

No wonder Mrs. Howell held Diantha's fair face in both 
her gloved hands for a minute after she had lightly touched 
it with her lips, and no wonder the mother's haughty ox.- 
pression softened as she gazed. 

«.F<wi ue a true field-daisy, as yovxT ?a\)cieT ^%:^^» ^^^i^ 
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Di improving in looks ? " asked Mrs. Howell of her eldest 
daughter. 

" She is looking uncommonly well ; hut she's more like 
a red rose than a daisy just now. Di's color never did re- 
main two minutes the same," answered Miss Goodenow, 
saluting her half-sister with graceful and conventional pro- 
priety. But there never was a " war of the roses " in Miss 
Goodenow's face ; no matter what her mental or physical 
state might be, her color had the unchangingly artistic 
tint most in harmony with her hair and eyes, and persis- 
tently and triumphantly held its sway over those moods^ 
tempers, and atmospheric changes which affect the color 
of ordinary mortals. 

" Really, Di, you should remember ma has travelled over 
a hundred miles to-day, and not keep her standing so long. 
One would suppose we had been gone two years instead of 
two months, you greet us with such boisterous heartiness," 
added the young lady, with that air and tone of authority 
which is indigenous to some natures, and acquired by many 
others after intimate familiarity with the best society. 

" I'm so glad to see you both I " was Diantha's only ex- 
cuse for her hearty greeting ; and while she aided in un- 
fastening veils, ribbons, and cloaks, and in the disposing 
of satchels and parcels, she seized every favoring chance to 
express her gladness with an embrace. 

Diantha's helpful hands did not prevent her from seeing 
the cold scrutiny with which both ladies turned their eyes 
upon the freshened walls and new carpet, though neither 
of them seemed to think the care and money vhich had 
been expended to give them a pleasant welcome worthy 
of comment. 

" If father had known you were coming by this train, he 

fFoald have managed his affiirs so as to meet you ; but he 

tliougbt you would not arrive unlVWaXet m ^iJcia ^^^\ «aA 
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he's so very busy since scarlet fever has been raging in 
Hanthrop, that I'm afraid he'll not come home till after he 
Inis been to the depot to meet the five o'clock express train." 

" Ay, well, ' business before friends ' has always been his 
motto. "I did not expect to see him until the dinner- 
hour ; " and Mrs. Howell sighed, as if she were taking up 
a heavy burden of blighted hopes. 

" However, we shall have time to rest and dress before 
dinner," the lady added, with a tone that plainly said the 
bitterest cup may have drops of sweetness ; and, Di, you 
may tell Jane to make a cup of coffee, and send it to my 
room, and ask Ellen to come and assist you in carrying up 
these parcels." 

Diantha ran from room to room, executing orders, and 
anticipating wants, and trying to infuse the spirit of her 
own glad, cheerful content into the hearts of others ; and 
when Mrs. Howell and Louise expressed a desire for quiet 
and rest before preparing for dinner, she went to the sunny 
chamber where her little pupil, Edna Shreve, waited for 
her teacher and her hour of French reading. 

" I've been delayed by the arrival of mamma and Lou- 
ise," said Diantha, coming to Edna's side, and kissing the 
pale face upraised to hers, with such wistful tenderness in 
its expression. 

** I knew they had come ; I saw the carriage, and the 
trunks, and the ladies ; but I did not see their faces, though 
I heard their voices in the hall. You must be very glad 
they've come." 

•*0, yes, I'm pleased to see them; they've been gone 
two months, and so much has happened since they went 
away that the weeks have seemed strangely long." 

The tones of Diantha's voice and the language of her 
eyes revealed the secret of that "so m\xc\x^^ \}\i\Oci\v^^ ^^- 
onwf with tropical brightness the bleak 'Se^^xv^^sv.^'^^* 
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ter, filling her heart with a new, sweet life, and so brid^ng 
time and space that it seemed strange to the maiden how 
such wealth of bloom could be the growth of two short 
months. 

" Now that I think of it, Edna, I must ask you nev^r to 
suppose I am unmindful of you, or loving you less, if I 
should sometimes seem to neglect you while my sister is 
at home. She will be married in about six weeks, and will 
go away to France, and of course we shall all be very busy. 
Mamma will be so occupied with her daughter's marriage 
that perhaps she will seem to take little interest in you; 
but you must not let any indifference or neglect at this 
time wound you. Try to be as cheerful and helpful as 
possible, and I will manage to find time for the lessons, 
and a nice walk each day, and all my sewing and drawing 
shall be done in this room, and there'll be letters for you 
to write to Captain Ashmead, and drives with papa, and 
calls on my poor people. With so many pleasures, Fm 
sure my little girl will be brave, and bright, and happy." 

" I shall try to be, if you and Dr. Howell will only love 
me." Edna, like many older persons, felt the want 

" of one kind heart, 
To love what's well, and to forgive what's ill.** 

" Tou may always be sure of our love ; and now we'll 
have the French reading and the English history, and then 
we must dress neatly for dinner. Mamma is fastidious 
about one's personal appearance and manners, and we'll 
try to please her, even in little things, because, you know, 
these every -day trifles make up the sum of our lives ; op- 
portunities for great service rarely occur, and therefore we 
should be the more watchful to render little kindnesses." 
Bat the French and history were doomed to a most un- 
Bcbolarly en(\mg on this partic\i\aT ^^^Ti^^^vj^Vi >kft 
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coming of Stephen Howell, Jr^ who burst into his sister's 
room, tossed up and scattered the books and papers, lided 
Edna from her. chair, and seated her on the writing-table ; 
and before Diantha could utter a protest, he had poured 
forth a volley of invectives against her desecration of 
the day. 

" Positively, Di, you are more irreverent and heathenish 
than Diana of old. Had she lived in this enlightened age, 
she would have laid aside quiver and arrows on this day, 
set apart by the church for fasting and repentance ; while 
I find you with your armor buckled on, and your weapons 
of warfare in actual use." 

" Pray, tell me what are my weapons of warfare ? " 

"Look at the pens, papers, pencils, and books, and then 
at your poor, pale victim. Edna needs no further defini- 
tion of the phrase." 

" O, Stephen, you are spoiling my drawing-pencils, and 
making sad havoc of Edna's French exercises. Take my 
pupil off the table, please, and dqn't make quite so much 
noise. Mamma has come." 

" Of course mamma has come, but that's no reason why 
I should keep silence. I came expressly to welcome her, 
and shall begin in the true Eastern style, with the sound 
of the voice, the timbrel, and the harn. She'll fancy an 
Italian opera troupe has been engaged to do her honor." 
And Stephen produced from his pocket a couple of jews- 
harps, upon both of which he contrived to make a noise 
simultaneously. Expostulation was vain for the next ten 
minutes, until the young collegian was convinced that 
Edna had been roused and amused enough for one day, 
and his sister sufiiciently annoyed with his vagaries and 
the disorder into which he had thrown her room^ and then 
he went guietJj to repairing damages. Aiv^ ^oow ^S^t 
biajabilant entrance to the house, his i!a\XieTt io\x\i.^ \i>xsi.\s 



#' 
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the parlor, reading Macaulay as gravely as if jews-harpg 
had never been invented. 

Dr. Howell saw and greeted his wife and step-daughter 
before their crinkling silks and pungent perfumes floated 
into the dining-room. Stephen, too, had shocked their 
delicate nerves, and still more delicate sense of conven- 
tionality, ty his boisterous happiness ; but the mistress of 
the house had neither seen the little stranger beneath her 
roof, nor inquired after her welfare, until she was led for- 
ward and presented by Diantha. 

Mrs. Howell extended the tips of her fingers, and 
touched Edna's outstretched hand, saj-ing, coldly, "So 
this is Di's protegee I I hope she is improving." 

" She's doing bravely now," answered the doctor for his 
little patient, taking her hand in his kindly, encouraging 
way, and seating her beside himself at table. 
*" is that poor child rtill here ? " exclaimed Miss Goode- 
now, in French ; her words, her tones, and her face all in- 
dicating that she regarded the stranger as an interloper. 

" Such a pale face, such large eyes, and such light hair 
produce a startling efiect," added Louise, still speaking in 
French. She had often used this language In every-day 
intercourse with friends before going to New York, and it 
could hardly be expected that plain Anglo-Saxon words 
should be a sufficrently polite and elegant medium for ex- 
pressing the ideas of one who was desirous that her supe- 
rior culture and refinement should be acknowledged. 

"Edna can teach us both the French, Lou, She has 
had the advantage of speaking it where it is the only 
langunge in general use," said Diantha, coming as quickly 
ss possible to the rescue of the sensitive child. 

" So we can dispense with the services of Monsieur 

SoureUe for the present. It will be charming to hav€ 

a mentor at one's own fireside?' 'MXa^ GcocA^\iw«^% \fiijMk* 
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ing tones were unheeded by Edna, whose attention Dr. 
Howell had purposely engrossed ; and owing to his tact 
and care, combined with Diantha's and Stephen's, the two 
ladies were drawn out in animated descriptions of the 
glories they had left behind ; ^nd once fairly plunged in 
such golden reminiscences, it required only judicious pilot- 
ing to keep them for one evening off the rocks and sand-bai-g 
of domestic differences. Tfee splendors of Ralph Goode- 
now's wealth and social standing, the distinguished people 
whom they had met, the delightful parties they had at- 
tended, the "divine operas" they had listened to — in 
short, the concentrated essence of refined elegances which 
had been lavished upon them, fomied almost inexhaustible 
themes of conversation, and laid such heavy tribute upon 
the adjectives of their mother tongue, that without a copi- 
ous use of the French they would still have felt " a pent- 
up XJtica " within their souls. 

And, moreover, the brilliant successes and triumphs of 
the sojourn in New York, added to the rose-colored an- • 
ticipations of a wedding, and the prospect of enhanced 
wealth, had softened the natural hauteur and acerbity of 
Mrs. Howell's temper, and returned her to her husband's 
roof so satisfied with her achievements, so sanguine of 
ftiture social triumphs, that, as she expressed it to her 
family, " She was engased in an armor of sunny memories 
and delightful anticipations; in fact, ready to submit to 
a " daily crucifixion of her tastes," and a wholesale sacrifice 
of self. 

It is due also to the doctor's wife to state that her 
pacific condition of mind was «iomewhat indebted to the 
knowledge she had gained, just before leaving New York, 
of her husband's reputation for science and skill amongst 
the medical fraternity of the metropolis. Ax. ^x^.^^^ 
Qtoodenow^B last party she had been mtTocVvxe.^^ \»c> tv ^^ar 
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tinguished professor of medicine, who asked her if she was 
the wife of that scientific Dr. Howell, of Hanthrop, who 
wrote such valuable articles for medical journals ; and re- 
ceiving an affirmative reply, the great professor spoke 
warmly and appreciatively of Dr. Howell's remarkable 
knowledge of disease and its remedies; of discoveries 
made by him which had ameliorated the condition of suf- 
fering humanity ; and expressed a desire to know one who 
had such depth, breadth, and clearness of thought as had 
been evinced by Dr. Howell in his essays on medical and 
scientific subjects. And Mrs. Howell was keen and quick 
enough to perceive that even in the fashionable world of 
Kew York, distinguished talents might hold almost as 
Dotent a sway as wealth, and form as sure and strong a 
foundation for the upbuilding of an honorable name. She 
had vented much spleen, ill-temper, and dissatisfaction in 
her letters to the doctor, and his dignified and generous 
silence she could but confess was the fruit of something 
more noble in his nature than she had hitherto given him 
credit for ; and after her conversation with the professor, 
she admitted to Louise that what had seemed to her 
apathy, indifference, and neglect in the doctor, might be 
attributed to the idiosyncrasies of genius, and that she 
should study his peculiarities more carefully hereafter, and, 
if possible, accord them more respect^ 

Mrs. Howell's tact was equal to any emergency; and 
for the present it suited her mood to be pleasantly agree- 
able ; and when the doctor, after leading her from the 
dinner-table to the parlor, asked if the improvements met 
her approbation, she answered, with as much warmth as 
could reasonably have been expected, — 

" The new carpet is neat and pretty. I had quite set 
111/ heart on having an Axminster, like Ralph's ; but as I 
told Lou before dinner, ihisBrus&da Vi!!lWx\iLQ\2^a&\s^^^ 
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with the house and all its appointments, and the paper, 
now that we see it under gas-light, is really rather stylish 
—isn't it, Lou?'' 

Thus appealed to, the young lady turned her eyes non- 
chalantly from carpet to paper, exclaiming, — 

** Don't ask my opinion. The paper looks dreadfully 
common to me, aller seeing uncle Ralph's frescoed walls." 

" Of course, my dear, everything looks cheap compared 
with the elegances which your uncle's wealth commands; 
hut Di has shown good taste in arranging her flowers, and, 
on the whole, I am not as much shocked with the want of 
style in our home as I expected to be." 

An admission that more than satisfied the doctor ; for 
he remembered that ^ grapes are not gathered from thorns, 
nor figs fi*om thistles," and that '^ lilacs do not bloom in 
February." 

10 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

KISS GOODENOW'S ENGAGEHEITT. 

** Ambition has broad leaves, which overgrow 
The feebler heart-plants, blossoming small and low." 

** With what cracked pitchers go we to deep wells 
In this world ! " 

Mrs. BBOWKcrck 

" You needn't look so shocked, Di. Of course Fm fond 
of my coasin Arthur; he will open for me the doors of just 
such society as my education and tastes have prepared 
me to appreciate and adorn. There's no doubt but the 
highest political honors will be his in due time ; and, as 
the wife of a* senator or diplomate, I can be admitted to 
the most select and fashionable circles. But if Horace 
Metcalf had as brilliant prospects and as much ambition, 
I should give him the preference. You didn't suppose I * 
was so foolish as to be deeply in love with my cousin ? " 

"I did have some such old-fashioned idea," replied 
Diantha ; and the soft light in her eye and the delicate 
flushing of her cheek spoke of her tender reverence for ' 
the unfashionable sentiment. 

It was the morning after Miss Goodenow's return from 
New York ; and Diantha's services having been required 
in unpacking, she had been rewarded by her half-sister 
with a history of the choice presents she had received, 
and the beautiful articles of wearing apparel which had 
been purchased in the city •, and, in an hour of unusual 
conJSdencef Louise had spoken o^ Yier ^xv^^^^^xol^'qX^^xA.Wic 
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regret that Horace Metcalf did not possess the ambition 
of her coasin, and that he had not made her an offer of 
marriage before she went to New York ; and plain, matter- 
of-fact Diantha had shown in her gu.I :e;s face surprise 
and grief, that her sister had been actuated by such un- 
worthy considerations in making so solemn a com])act; 
and her expressions of astonishment called from Louise 
the opening remarks of this chapter. 

" I should never allow love for any one, not even the 
man whose name and position I chose to accept, to be- 
come an absorbing passion, because it would so interfere 
with my pursuits and happiness.'' 

^ But wouldn't there be a sweeter and purer happiness 
in a great love, such as would swallow up all thoughts of 
selfish pleasure, than could be gathered from any other 
earthly source ? " 

" That's a sentiment you've borrowed from books, DL 
In real life, men and women find out what foundation 
there is to build love upon before permitting their fancies 
and feelings to take deep root. Arthur is fine looking, and 
has the unmistakable air and manners of a gentleman ; 
he is well educated, and has many tastes in common with 
Biine ; but if he had not wealth and the very best social 
and political prospects, I should never think of marrying 
him." 

" You never speak of his moral or religious character, 
Louise, but always of the social advantages to be gained 
through him, as if wealth and worldly honors could fill 
one's heart." 

•* When I say that Aithur is a gentleman, it implies 
that his moral character is above reproach ; and when I 
promised to marry him, it implied as much love on my 
part as 'tis for a woman's happiness to cwltAN^X^ \ ^\i \\i- 
teustSed, abaotbing passion, such as one Te^&& tiX>Qv>\>^\i^N^'t 
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fihows a well-balanced mind, nor adds to the comfort of 
the marriage relation. I admire Arthur's talents, and honor 
the ambition which prompts him to seek political prefer- 
ment, and I like him well enough to use my influence in 
his behalf; but as for being what uneducated girls would 
call ' in love,' I'm not. 'Tis useless to discuss this subject 
with you, Di ; our ideas of life are so different, we must 
always clash. You are all Howell, amiable, and pious, and 
sensible, and satisfied to work with common people in a 
quiet way, while I must have intelligent society and ex- 
citing pleasures, or I should simply vegetate — there 
would be nothing for me worth calling life in such a hum- 
drum existence as yours. Now for business. Have you 
found out whether Mrs. Jenks can sew for me ? " 

" I went to see her before breakfast this morning. She 
will be very glad to work for you ; her husband is quite 
comfortable now, and little Susie is so much better that 

* Mrs. Jenks is comparatively at leisure. I will carry youir 
sewing to her to-day." 

"No. I want to see the woman. You nevOT did know 
how to make a bargain with poor people ; they ask enor- 
mous prices, and I have to show them very decidedly that 
I won't be imposed upon. If Mrs. Jenks will take some 
of my old clothes in payment for her sewing, I will deal 
very generously by her, and won't mind throwing in sev- 
eral garments that can be made over for those two great 
girls of hers. Can you manage to bring her into our 
kitchen this evening between six and seven o'clock? I 
shouldn't dare go into Mrs. Jenks's house, nor even into 
Ferry Street, while there's so much danger from contagion ; 
and, by the way, tell Jane to have a kettle of peppernoint 
or some pungent herb boiling on the stove while Ifik 
JeD^s IS in the kitchen ; the exhalations will countmel 

the pestilential odor carried iu axxcAi i^^o^\^^ ^^ol^voi^'' 
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" Mrs. Jenks is a lady, Lonise, and keeps her own cloth- 
ing, and her children's, and everything about their poor 
rooms, as tidy as can be. And let rae say a word or two 
about the bargain you propose making with her. Don't 
forget that your old clothes won't buy her family bread, 
and meat, and fuel ; won't pay their rent, nor supply a score 
of wants that cannot be enumerated." 

"And I mustn't forget that she's a'lady with sensitive 
nerves and ears, and a large, shiftless family, whom she 
expects good, honest souls like Dr. Howell and his daughter 
to support ; and I must pay her in gold double what her 
work is worth, because she is a lady ! " 

"Only keep in remembrance, dear Lou, that * whatsoever 
we would that others should do for us, we should do for 
them.' " 

"Don't set up a standard of morals for me, Di. I'll 
manage my own affairs ; and during the short time I'm to 
be at home, I wish you'd give up your ordinary pursuits, 
and devote as much of your time to me as possible. I 
must keep up my musical practice, and must find an hour 
every day to converse in French with Professor Sourelle ; 
and though I'm only to have six or eight dresses before 
reaching Paris, yet there'll be a vast amount of work and 
care, and you can' be of great service, if you will." 

Diantha had the will to be useful, and the desire to 
please her sister, and relieve her mother from care ; but she 
often found her willingness and her patience ebbing under 
the constant demands made upon them. Indeed, there 
was abundant opportunity for exercise of all the Christian 
graces under Dr. Howell's roof during the month, of 
March ; and each member of the family looked forward 
to April with an eager desire for the consummation of tl at 
sacred ceremony, the preparations for ^\i\d£i \v^^ %^vt\^^ 
up saob abarricane of n)uslin, Bilta, \acie^ fOc^orw^ ^»n^^ 
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The violence of the disturbing forces seemed t con- 
centrate upon the doctor. In the first place, scarlet fever 
and a contagious throat distemper prevailed in Hanthrop^ 
and his mental and physical powers were severely taxed; 
then Mrs. Howell was nervously afraid the contagiozi 
would steal over her own threshold, and had forbidden 
Diantha to call upon the poor or the sick, lest she should 
bring the infection away, and the doctor missed his daugh^ 
ter's soothing ministrations amongst his patients : double 
vigilance was demanded of him when bereft of Diantha's 
aid ; then the doctor had no natural taste for millinery, 
and he didn't find his temper improving when forced to 
listen day after day to tedious "discussions on trivial points, 
such as the width of a ribbon, the materials for Loa'a 
dresses, the length of her trains, whether she should wear 
a pink or a buff rose in her hat, what should be the color 
of the travelling dress, gray, or drab, or mauve, or mouse, 
and whether she should wear garnets or pearls with her 
peach-colored silk. It was not quieting to a man's worn 
nerves, over-taxed brain, excited sympathies, and jaded 
limbs, when he yearned for an hour's relaxation, such as 
the soothing of music or the stimulus of sensible talk, to 
find his parlor turned into a bazaar for the exhibition of 
merchandise, and instead of Diantha's sweet rendering of 
music, to be regaled with a minute history of Lou's failure 
to match a piece of ribbon velvet, or to find just the right 
size and shade in buttons, or that quality and quantity of 
lace which Madame Lavitte had pronounced absolutely 
essential. The doctor tried to be interested in what 
seemed so vitally important to his wife, and when called 
upon to assist in selecting for Lou the most becoming 
shades and styles, would conscientiously endeavor to bring 
his thoughta away from the sober realities of his profession 
to the rain bo w-hued world w\iici\i tXi^i^ ^et^^o ^Tk!Ou»ssAi^ 
^^J' preparing for. 
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Had there not been frequent opportunities for him to 
escape to the chamber over the office, which the din and 
bustle of preparation had not yet invaded, the doctor's 
strength and patience might not have wadel through 
those weeks with so fair a record. Even Diantha came 
to regard the sunny, cheerful room as a city of refuge. 
With a guileless, intelligent child for a companion, with 
books which were always fresh and pure sources of en- 
joyment to both the doctor and his daughter, with a rare 
harmony of tastes and communion of spirit, it was no 
marvel that when they were off duty they sought a retreat 
that offered so many attractions. 

Had Mrs. Howell, previous to her New York visit, 
observed an inclination in her husband to avoid the parlor, 
she would have made it a subject for discussion and differ- 
ence. Diantha's devotion to Edna would at any other 
time have been the cause of serious disturbance. In fact, 
Edna's presence in the house would not have been toler- 
ated, had it not been a part of Mrs. Howell's diplomacy 
during these weeks to avoid matters of difference. One 
great desire filled her heart and colored her acts, and that ■ 
was, to launch Louise upon the matrimonial tide with as 
much pomp and parade as her ingenuity could devise ; and 
in order to make such a felicitous display as she deemed 
essential, the doctor must be conciliated and cajoled into 
acquiescence, if not approval. Indeed, had Mrs. Howell 
been quite certain of the theological correctness of -Auch an 
opinion, she would not have hesitated to affirm that the 
unprecedented prevalence of contagious and malignant 
diseases in Hanthrop at this time was a providential inter" 
position, inasmuch as it so occupied the doctor's time and 
absorbed his thoughts as to render him comparatively 
oblivious to the magnitude of her piepaTatVoTi^. 

Hia lack ofintereat in her favorite puxaml^ \\i\^ ^r«oX» ^^ 
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depth, breadth, and liberality; and the concentration of all 
his powers on his profession, — were not an especial calamity, 
when such characteristics gave larger scope to her own 
executive ability. 

The month of March was not without its trials for the 
pnncipal actors in this drama. So large a portion of their 
modest fortune was locked up in stocks of the ^ Eureka," 
that in order to create a sensation by the brilliancy of 
Lou's wedding, and triumph for one short day over all the 
devotees of fashion, they were obliged to resort to such 
subterfuges as honest people shrink from — to anticipate 
tjiat marvellous expansion of their investments which had 
been promised by Ralph Goodenow — and to deny them- 
selves much that would have ministered to their worldly 
pride, or, as Mrs. Howell expressed it, "to make sacrifices 
that less sensitive and delicately organized natures could 
never comprehend." 

But March, with its mud, and vapors, and east winds, 
gave place to the uncertain sunshine of April. Maples 
blushed faintly, as if with tender thoughts of their own 
budding beauty; while willows, donning a robe of pale 
yellow, waved their long, pendent branches, and noiselessly 
heralded the new birth. 

The pestilential breath of fever crept stealthily away 
in the rear of winter, and Easter Sunday dawned upon 
Hanthrop with more than its wonted joy and gladness, be- 
cause the Angel of Life had again triumphed. 

Mrs. Howell pronounced the preparations for her daugh- 
ter's marriage complete, and remarked to Louise, as they 
sat in handsome evening attire, waiting for the coming of 
Ralph Goodenow's family, that " she had been sustained 
through all these weeks of bustle and confusion by the most 
heroic spirit of self-sacrifice." 
Doubtless the frequency witli 'w\i\d %vKiA«> ?k^\k^a&ssc^ 
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bad been tittered robbed this last remark of its pathos and 
power, as Miss Goodenow made no response to it, and her 
mother, after a minute's silence, took up the fruitful theme 
again. 

"It is very humiliating to invite your uncle's family 
into such a house as this ; but I trust all my sacrifices and 
mortifications will work together for my spiritual good, 
and help wean me from the perishable things of this 
world." 

Mrs. Howell was sure of the piety and propriety of this 
sentiment. 

" * What can't be cured must be endured,' I suppose," 
replied Miss Goodenow, forgetting her usual elegance of 
speech in the aptness of the old proverb to express her 
ideas on this subject ; " but 1 must admit that I never have 
desired to live so far above the world and its fashions as to 
be content^ with commonish surroundings. I was never 
born for a martyr, and I mean to extract all the beauty 
and sweetness possible from life, ^nd keep myself as far 
from its vexations and cares as money can remove me." 

Mrs. Howell smiled as benignantly as if her daughter's 
remarks had been a quotation from Dr. Blossom. 

" Dear Louise, you mustn't expect to find life all sun- 
shine and flowers. Arthur may be taken from you as my 
husband was from me, and just such another heavy fall 
may shroud your life as has darkened mine." 

"I should never succumb as quietly as you have to 
adverse circumstances. If a woman is beautiful and ac- 
complished, and makes a right use of her gills, society will 
be ready to receive her. I shall never be broken by mis- 
foilune ; it may bend me for a season, but an elastic spirit 
like mine will rebound from the heaviest blow." 

Miss Goodenow belonged to that clasa ^\io ^Oitxx^xs^ss^^ 
endeavor to keep ''the velvet-piled aide o? \)ca^^QiA^^Q^ 
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permost, lest their delicate eyes sLould see the warp that 
holds it." - ^ 

" You have always seemed to possess a charmed life, and 
your skill in avoiding disagreeable and common vexations 
has sometimes appeared to me a high order of talent," 
responded Mi-s. Howell; but her comments were inter- 
rupted by exclamations from Louise. 

^ Uncle Ralph's family have come ! The carriage has 
just stopped at our door ; and, bless me, what's going to 
happen ? The doctor has been polite enough to meet 
them at the depot." 

" Well, there's no accounting for the eccentricities of 
genius ; perhaps he'll take a fancy to keep his profession in 
the background for one week." 

The meeting between parties so intimately connected 
need not be described ; but people of such style and con- 
sequence can hardly be permitted to spend a week under 
Dr. Howell's roof without an mtroduction to his friends, 
and our readers may anticipate a formal presentation. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

BALPH OOODENOW. 

** O, what a world of vile, ill-natured faults 
Look handsome in three hundred pounds a year I " 

Shakespeabb. 

Mrs. Howell's excellent dinner bad been discussed as 
'operly by tbe stock-broker and bis family as could have 
sen expected, considering it lacked the attendance of a 
^eried servant, and was served upon plain white china, 
hey had shown their hostess that the Goodenow coat-of- 
nas, engraved on Sdvres china, gold and silver plate, was 
)t an essential stimulant to appetite ; and with that com- 
rtable after-dinner air and look which are becoming even 

people of humble pretensions, they shall sit for their 
ctures. 

First, Ralph Goodenow — a man near fifty years of age, 
11, sparely built, with a high, narrow forehead, around 
hich iron-gray hair -curled rigidly, as if familiar with a 
lir-dresser's tongs ; eyes as unchanging in their hue^ as his 
vorite yellow ore, and as unsteady in their sockets as his 
Dcks on Wall Street ; a thin upper lip, the most mobile 
id expressive of his features; for if anything grated 
;ainst his tastes, theories, or policy, it could be drawn 

far under his nose as to appear a part of that prominent 
gan, leaving exposed a glittering row of artificial teeth^ 
3m which hia heavy^ protruding undet Yi^ iv^ ^^v| 
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AS if afraid of its dangerous neighbors; very white, restless 
hands, nervously toying with his watch-chain and seals, 
and ornamented with an emerald, whose market value its 
wearer seemed always desirous of proclaiming; a smile too 
stereotyped for genuine expression ; a voice too thin and 
metallic in sound, too rapid in utterance, to be the medium 
of honest, manly opinions, — and we have a picture of the 
stock-broker, as he stood on the hearth-rug in his host's 
parlor, gazing as critically at all its appointments as if he 
were taking an account of stock. 

Mrs. Ralph Goodenow — always faultlessly dressed, selfr^ 
complacent and haughty, more religiously observant of the 
mint, anise, and cumin of fashion's laws than of grammar 
or sentiment, never forgetting, nor permitting others to for- 
get, her wealth, style, and position — was simply a neces- 
sary and expensive advertisement of the stock-broker^s 
prosperity. Her light, cold eyes moved slowly around from 
carpet to walls, from furniture to pictures, resting somewhat 
longer upon Diantha and Edna than upon the inanimate 
objects, but evidently regarding them as so far removed 
from her own exalted plane of existence as to be quite 
unworthy of more than a passing glance. 

The young secretary of legation, with his really fine 
face and handsome figure, his genial address and ready 
conversation, would make an agreeable impression upon 
almost any circle; and if there was a trifle more of suavity 
in his manner than true politeness would demand, and 
a something: in his too constant smile th't caused one to 
think of conservatories and colored lights, and a ring in 
his musical voice that reminded one of a street-organ, yet 
the versatility of his talents and his abundant flow of words 
would incline the severest critic, after an evening spent 
in Ills society, to render a favorable verdict upon his ap* 
pearance, even thougli an unde^n^^ ^^^w^ ^^ vsba^ 



BALPH GOODEKOW. 157 

thing uutnie in bis nature constantly hovered around his 
presence. 

The broker's only daughter, Hortense, was a pretty 
blonde, whose prettiness was enhanced by every accessory 
of dress. Her fair face and regular features might have 
been beautiful if her heart and head had received as much 
attention as her feet; but so long as her dancing was 
.unexceptionable, her adjectives, interjections, and French 
^jpjirases copious, her knowledge of music sufficient to cause 
those to shiver whose ears were especially sensitive to dif- 
ferences between harmony and noise, what else could the 
"best society" demand, after a satisfactory investigation 
of her ikther's means? 

The young lady amused hei-self for a short time with 
Diantha and Edna ; and then, in a whispered conference 
with her future sister-in-law, she told " how awfully dull it 
had been during Lent — nothing but the opera, and euchre, 
and whist parties, to take the place of balls and dancing. " 

The two elder ladies discussed the bridal paraphernalia, 
and settled a few preliminaries for the morrow. Arthur 
Goodenow seated himself near Diantha, to find out, if pos- 
sible, why she was so unlike other young ladies, and what 
was the secret of that quiet, refined, nameless presence 
which gave snchgucbarm to the fitful, delicate color of her 
pure face, and l^^inimitable grace to -her words, voice, 
and manner; and the stock-broker catechised the doctor 
upon the moneyed interests of Hanthrop. 

" It seems a much larger and more business-like city than 
I expected to find," he remarked ; and afterwards, when the 
doctor learned how vague and uncertain were his guest's 
ideas of many towns and cities not represented on the maps 
and charts of stock companies, — in short, that his knowl- 
edge of geography was as liberal and iwde^^\id^w\» ^a^ Xsss^ 
use of hmgaage^ — he almost wondered l\i«A» 2^\rkaxi qH«^<3^ 
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devotion to one object, and that not particularly scientifio, 
should have heard of such a city as Hanthrop. 

"Yes, our city is making progi-ess; helping swell the 
great flood-tide of the metropolis," answered the dootor. 

"That's true. New York is the gieat business centte, 
and naturally attracts the bone and sinew, by which I mean 
the energy and capital, of our country, to its heart, meta- 
phorically speaking, of course, sir," added Ralph Gk>odenoW| 
pompously. He revelled in what he was pleased to 
metaphors ; high-sounding phrases, picked up from job 
in such wares, who supported the tinsel and show of mn 
up-town life, slipped glibly off his tongue ; in fact, they 
were an important part of his business capital. 

Dr. Howell smiled encouragingly, and his guest con- 
tinued : — 

" How to make fortunes most rapidly is the great ques- 
tion of the day, sir. How best to develop the vast mineral 
wealth of our country is a problem worthy of — of serious 
study, sir." 

Again the doctor nodded an assent, but seemed too 
deeply absorbed in taking a moral and mental diagnosis of 
his guest to reply in words. 

" Why, sir, if you have never made it your businesil to 
become familiar with the extent and rk|lMi|gss of our mining 
districts, the facts would astonish yott^^^e have, in Cali- 
fornia alone, gold enough to make us the richest nation on 
the globe, not to mention Colorado, Montana, Oregon, and 
a score of districts, larger than all New England, whtre the 
gold crops out as freely as thistles in Canada — figuratively 
speaking, sir. But we must have energy and capital to 
develop our vast resources. Then think what we shall 
gain when our great copper-bearing districts are saccess- 
fulJj worked. Why, 'tis my candid opinion — based on 
Btatistica, of course, sir — thai on t\vfe «^iQiw^Qi\jakft^\);j^wi€ 
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nlone, copper enough might be found to plate every vessel 
that floats, to put a boiler into every dw^illing in America, 
and shingle every roof in Christendom I And as for iron, 
'tis so abundant, and might be made so cheap, if money el 
men would form companies for working it, that every 
man's farm between the Atlantic and Pacific could be 
fenced with it, window sashes and irames for all the 
^houses on the continent made from it, and then there 
ould be enough left to span with bridges the streams 
. Mfkd rivers, and pave a path for the steam horse to each city 
and town of our republic." Mr. Goodenow paused for 
breath, and to note the effect of his eloquence upon his 
auditor; while Dr. Howell, after a low, contemplative 
whistle, remarked, — 

"Such statistics are startling; they justly make an 
American proud of his country. I would like to see our 
mineral deposits successfully developed ; and yet I do not 
believe, as a nation, or as individuals, we should be stronger, 
pm'er, and happier in the possession of great wealth. Only 
so far as such resources encourage healthy industry and 
remunerate honest labor, so far as they assist in civilizing 
the world, and in cultivating the arts aud sciences, and 
help to proclaim tftaj^d tidings of peace and good-will to 
men, d9 I rejoice jMJhLificrease of wealth." 

Mr. Goodenoix^^toj^i at his host much as he would at 
a bit of goi^, copper, or iron-bearing deposit which he was 
unceitain how to classify, and then asked, — 

" What are the favorite investments of your heavy men 
iu Hanthrop ? " 

**A knowledge of investments and capital is quite out of 
my way ; but at hap-hazard, I should say our moneyed men 
invest chiefly in banking, shipping, and manufacturing," 

" All legitimate, but slow — slow. When a w^^krsi Vsaa. 
made such progress and attained Buch gcoN«>i)tv ««i o\is%^'^ 
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can a^ord to ^ay for capital and brains. Bank stocks, foi 
instance, are rarely above par value, and dividends, even 
in the exceptional cases, are small and slow. Money in- 
vested in such ways always reminds me of the talent 
which the Lord's servant hid in a napkin, while, to be per- 
sonal as well as figurative, money invested in the Feather 
River Quartz-crushing Company is like the ten talents, 
mhich gained an' extra ten besides the Lord's favor." 

Dr. Howell did not relish the broker's application of 
Scripture, nor the satisfied chuckle with which his last 
sentence was rounded ; but his host's dignified silence was 
no barrier to Ralph Goodenow's flow of words. 

" By the way, when our young people are fairly off our 
hands, sir, I shall canvass Hanthrop for a couple of days, 
and, if possible, exhume a portion of its buried capital and 
latent energies. Your citizens ought to take at least one 
hundred thousand shares in the Feather River stocks. 
It would quicken their pulses and liberalize their ideas to 
be stockholders in such a magnificent enterprise. Let a 
man own such stock in the products of California, and at 
once he becomes keenly alive to all the interests of the 
state. Money is the great lever, sir, of social and political 
progress ; it lifts a man from the Wj^A^jhop to the Senate- 
chamber, from the desert of Sah^||g|M^e land of Beolah." 

^' That money has an almost un|^pKd power and in- 
fluence, one must admit, Mr. Goodenow ; but the fact is a 
matter of regret and humiliation, rather than of rejoicing. 
When moral and intellectual worth were prerequisites for 
oflSce, a seat in our legislative halls was honorable ; now, 
when money, without regard to fitness, will buy political 
preferment, men of high moral tone and the most desirable 
qualifications keep aloof from a contest in which money is 
at odds with brains." 

^Has it never occurred to you, ^ooXoT^^^JoaXXk^^goai^ 
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sion of wealth, in nine eases oat of ten, presupposes the ., 
existence of brains? You have been too thoroughly 
absorbed in your profession to note the shrewdness, energy, 
and breadth a man must have to cope successfully with all 
competitors for the golden harvest." 

" I have as great a reverence for the kind of intellect 
our merchant princes possess as I have for that which wins 
success in almost any other field, and I'm well aware that 
to amass a fortune in the legitimate avenues of trade, one 
must have keen perceptions, a persistent will, and strongly 
developed energies ; but I also know that a certain kind of 
tact, cunning, and shrewdness often gains a victory over 
steady endeavor. When I see a man's mental forces all 
concentrated upon the one object of making money, not 
for generous and ennobling purposes, but for the position 
and power it brings, and when I see the respect which 
society pays to the 'goodly apparel,' and not to the man, 
then I bewail the increase of riches and the influence they 
possess." 

Diantha had not been so engrossed in the conversation 
of others that she could not keep an ear open to her 
fatber^s remarks; and noting the emphasis of his words and 
tones, and the restless movements of Mr. Goodenow's 
white hands, she came forward, in her quiet way, to remind 
her father of a prescription which had been promised one 
of his patients, and Dr. Howell was not sorry to exchange 
the aristocratic air of his parlor for the odor of medicine. 
And then the good angel of the house managed unobtru- 
sively to draw out Mr. Arthur Goodenow in descriptions 
ol life at the capital, and so adroitly to fill up the in- 
terstices of conversation with an exhibition of the musical 
skill of Louise and Hortense, that little space was left the 
broker for talk of investments, stocks, and com^tJAVv^^, 

On the morrow, white silk and laces, orauge-^o^^^f% «xA 
11 
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bridal favors, held supreme sway in the hoase; and a( 
eight o'clock in the evening, at St. Mark's chuich (wludi 
had been most profusely decorated with flowers for this 
auriferous marriage), Rev. Dr. Blossom, assisted by Right 
Rev. Dr. Mintwell, of New York, performed that solemn 
ceremony which made Arthur and Louise Goodenow one 
in all their social and political interests; and the gxj 
throng of witnesses did not pause to inquire whether % 
sacred, mystical union of hearts had been consecrated 
by the rite. 

Then followed the grand reception in Mrs. Howell's 
parlors, where the select " five hundred " admiring and 
envious friends congratulated the newly-wedded, ex- 
claimed of the bride, "How beautiful! how queenly 1" 
examined her presents, and commented upon their value 
and rarity. Elegant dresses were crushed by the crowd 
and spoiled by the spilling of coffee and creams, rapid 
commonplaces were exhausted, envy and jealousy en- 
gendered, and then the fashionable tide ebbed, leaving the 
principal actors in the drama to congratulate each other on 
the success and brilliancy of the play. 

" The whole affair has passed off remarkably well. In- 
de(»d, one may say it has placed my fair sister-in-law's 
reputation for exquisite taste and style above question or 
cavil — a brilliant success I " remarked Ralph Groodenow,in 
much the same language as he would have described the 
successful launching of a ship, and with no deeper emo- 
tion than a ready disposal of fancy stocks would have 
caused. 

" Very creditable, quite a select circle, and a few really 

stylish and handsome dresses," added Mrs. Goodenow, 

glancing in the mirror at her own fair figure, arrayed in an 

amber-colored moires with only point lace and diamonds to 

shield the mature beauty of Viet li^^ ^oi^ 9s:t&&« 
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"How very odd not to have wine or dancing at a 
'^edding.partyl" exclaimed pretty Miss Hortense, who 
)und everything stupid where feet were not taxed to sup- 
ly deficiencies of intellect. 

''The doctor is a little old-fashioned in some of hig 
otions," Mrs. Howell answered, in a mildly apologetic 
me. " He is so very utilitarian, and could not be per- 
aaded that dancing was s^propriate or wine necessary on 
n occasion like this." The becoming dress she wore and 
eneral splendor of the elaborate affair had put the lady of 
be house in such gracious temper that she could afford to 
e generous in her criticisms. And the doctor hearing her 
omraents, it should be recorded to the credit of his self- 
(Mitrol that he did not even whistle. 

Three days later the bridal party, including Mrs. Howell, 
rent to New York, and the ''Metropolitan " soon after had 
he honor of announcing this important item of news : — 

"Last evening a brilliant company assembled at the 
•rincely residence of Ralph Goodenow, Esq., to crown 
nth congratulations the marriage of oiu* new secretary of 
3gation, and to wish the happy couple bon voyage. They 
ail in the St. Salvador, for Liverpool, this morning." 

Meanwhile the doctor and Diantha, unruffled by the 
nrricane of style and fashion which had swept over tkiem, 
etamed to that wholesome work which brings sweet 
eace and contentment to the souL 
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CHAPTER XVra. 

AFTER THE PLAT. 

ft 

** Only a sweet and ytrtnoas soul, 
like seasoned timber, never giyes ; 
But though the whole world torn to ooal. 
Then chiefly lires." 

Geobge Hbbbbbt. 

Mrs. Howell only remained in New York a couple of 
weeks after the sailing of the St. Salvador — just long 
enough, as she assured her friends, ^ to refresh her spirits 
after the sad strain of parting with her dear Louise.'' 

But she did not seem, to the watchful eyes of the doctor 
and Diantha, so much refreshed as might reasonably have 
been expected, considering the nature of the tonics used. 
^ Ralph and his wife were so kind and so considerate 
of my feelings," she repeatedly averred, "they took me 
everywhere. We went to the opera four times to hear 
the new star, and twice to Laura Keene's, to see the 
most charming little comedy brought out with extraordi- 
nary talent. And there were several delightful matin6es 
and parties, besides drives and shopping for every leisure 
hour — just the loveliest importations of spnng goods ; but 
I had no heart for the novelties, because it was so full of 
harrowing thoughts of the distance which was daily in- 
creasing between Louise and me. Every pleasure was 
robbed of its zest when I remembered the wide stretch of 
sea that must separate us for so many yeara.'' 
Dr. Howellf hearing hei daWy 'pata^ft o^ \3w& ^«A 
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ttiore than once tempted to remind her of the joy and ex- 
ultation she had manifested in regard to her daughter's 
prospects, when she had known the marriage must involve 
the present separation ; but he generously and wisely with- 
held words that could but increase her initation, and, re- 
garding her mental state as the natural fruit of overtaxed 
energies and nervous prostration, he was patient and for- 
bearing. 

With Diantha's aid he was constantly devising some 
qnict amusement, some healthy stimulus for her mind; 
but the lady was so sure a delicate nature like hers could 
not be understood by common people, that all the doctor's 
attempts to entertain and console her failed. She in- 
trenched herself behind " her sensitive nerves and pecu- 
liarly delicate organization," and, refusing all sympathy, 
declared she " had never felt so far removed from her dear 
Arthur, since the day of his funeral, as when she saw the 
St. Salvador steaming out of the harbor, and the only 
dear pledge of his love, dressed in a violet-colored poplin 
travelling suit, waving a good by from the deck." 

Mrs. Ailhur Goodenow's first letter from abroad — con- 
taining a description of her voyage and hurried look at 
Liverpool, Chester, and London, the arrival in Paris, and 
reception by the American embassy, the magnificent toi- 
lets she had seen, and the whirlpool of delights in which 
she was already immersed — diverted Mrs. Howell, and 
gave a more cheerful tone to her conversation for several 
days. 

This letter appeared to reawaken her to the importance 
of keeping up that show of style and opulence which she 
had so adroitly managed to display in her preparations 
for Lou's maiTiage, and which she affirmed woiJd be ex- 
pected of one so aristocratically connecte3L\ Wi&. «b ^i-axTka.^ 
mtb a Bervant in livery seemed to Ixex \3[ie %v>x^%\. ^ vj ^V 
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maintaining that exclusiveness in rank and fashiou wUch 
she now assumed was ber prerogative. 

She had thrown out frequent hints of the necessity of 
owning a carriage ever since her first visit to the Goode- 
nows : not only her health, comfort, and convenience de- 
manded a new phaeton like Mi*s. Ralph's, but the eyes of 
the good people of Hanthrop must be saved from the 
shock of seeing her drive about in the doctor's old buggy. 
And seizing a favorable after-dinner hour, when Diantha 
was engaged with Edna in the room which Stephen had 
christened the " City of Refuge," when the doctor, lean- 
ing back in his favorite chair, was thinking of those 
homes into which he had carried healing and hope, hii 
wife opened upon him the complete battery of her elo- 
quence. 

" How much longer, doctor, am I to be kept in doors for 
want of a suitable vehicle to take an airing in ? " 

" Not many days, I trust. Leonard told me this morn- 
ing that my buggy would be ready for use to-morrow; but 
we may have to wait a day or two longer. It is being 
very thoroughly repaired, newly painted, and relined with 
your favorite shade of dark-blue billiard cloth ; and for the 
sake of your convenience, and because the increase of my 
business requires it, I have purchased another horse — a 
sorrel mare, having such an excellent reputation for docil- 
ity and general good behavior, that I shall trust you and 
Diantha to drive her, though Robert will always be at 
your service." 

^ Do you think I shall ride out for pleasur-, and to call 
on friends, in that old buggy that has been seen standing 
before every house in Ferry Street and Chandler's Lane?* 

" Why not ? If it lias ever received taint or contaminap 
ti'oD from those neighborhoods) its new paint and npholsteiy 
fFiU prove an effectual antidotA? 
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" Dr. Howell, you know what I want, and what you can 
afford. For at least five years my health has required a 
daily airing in an easy carriage ; and during that time I 
have probably asked you a hundred times to assist me in 
preserving my life for my dear children's sake, by giving 
me the control of a family carriage that would neither jar 
my nerves nor shock my sense of propriety." 

*' And a hundred times I have told you, Mary, that I 
could not afford the expense a carnage would involve, and, 
meantime, have made the best provision for your health 
ind comfort that my means would permit." 

** Yes, I have been invited to ride with you from Dan 
;o Beersheba (meaning, in a literal sense, from Ferry 
Jtreet to Chandler's Lane), stopping at ruinous old tene- 
nent houses while you made professional calls, when you 
:new that seeing the poverty and wretchedness of those 
treets always depressed my spirits, and, of course, coun- 
eracted any good effects I might have received from the 
ir and exercise. 

" To be perfectly frank with you, doctor, I must say I'm 
ired of the sight and sound of that old buggy. When 

see Mrs. Metcalf, Mrs. Blossom, and a score of ladies 
rho cannot afford such luxuries any better than we can, 
iding past me in carriages that have a family crest en- 
raved upon the doors, and a servant in livery, I feel as 
' they were laughing at the old buggy, and commenting 
n your miserly treatment of your family." 

There were weary lines around the doctor's mouth, and 
curtain of troubled thought veiled the' clear light of his 
onest eyes ; and when he spoke there was a heavy under- 
>ne of disappointment in his voice. 

"Mary, it will be a profitless theme to us both if we re- 
ew the old discussion about keeping up a. Aio^ <ii ^^\^ 
D borrowed capital for the sake of o\\\^t '^^cr^'^^^'^^^s^ 
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and tongues. I would gladly give you a carriage if I had 
an income that would warrant such an expense; but I 
have gone just as far as my conscience and purse will per- 
mit me in repairing the old buggy, and buying another 
horse to place at your disposal." 

*' But you can give to this and that public charity, be- 
sides supporting a little beggar under your own roof, and 
neither your conscience nor your purse feels the strain. 
It is only in considering your wife's comfort that you find 
your means limited and your conscience tender." 

Dr. Howell rose, walked quickly to the window, and 
looked out upon the fresh, sweet beauty of the May even- 
ing, whistling an old tune, while his interlaced fingers 
were pressed closely together, as if the mechanical action 
of both lips and hands were necessary to force back words 
that were struggling for utterance. When he spoke it 
was only of the variety and abundance of the brilliant 
blossoms which filled with brightness and fragrance the 
small garden-plot. Mrs. Howell made no response to the 
doctor's attempt to turn the conversation into a more 
agreeable channel, but, after a minute's silence, asked, — 

^ Have you decided that I'm not to have a carriage this 
year ? " 

*' Only the buggy." 

"Well, then, I shall only ride when I can save such 
pitiful little sums from the interest of my late husband's 
bequest as will enable me to hire a carriage from the liv- 
ery stable. But if I may be permitted to know so much 
of your affairs, I would like to ask how your large income 
is spent ? " 

Dr. Howell walked quietly from the room, and after a 
minute's absence returned with a bundle of receipted billS) 
which, without comment, he placed one by one in hii 
wife^s band. 
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As she glanced at the items and the columns of figures, 
and saw that since the first of January her husband had 
paid over 18000 for her own gratification, and for the pleas- 
ure and benefit of his step-daughter, and remembered that 
many of these bills had been contracted without his knowl- 
edge, and the generous silence he had preserved regarding 
them, there was enough of true womanhood and wifely 
feeling in her heart to cause a surging of hot color to her 
face, and a few words of surprise to escape her lips, that 
such ** unconsidered trifies " should assume such gigantic 
proportions. But, rallying from her confusion, she found 
courage to say, — 

" A wedding does not occur in our family every year ; 
and if I've been a little extravagant in getting ray dear, 
fatherless child fairly started in the world, I think the 
peculiar position she will occupy sufficiently justifies my 
lavish expenditure. It's not likely she'll ever require any 
more assistance from you ; and besides, I confidently hope 
to refund the money you have spent upon Louise when 
the Eureka disburses dividends." 

"I do not expect nor wish any refunding of money, 
Mary ; I have done cheerfully what I could for Louise, and 
I wish her to understand, that, though I'm not particularly 
pleased with the alliance she has made, yet, if reverses 
come to her, my home shall be as cordially free to her as 
if she were my own child. I showed you those bills, not 
to taunt you with your extravagance, but to answer your 
questions, and to assure you that I had sufiicient reasons 
for refusing to set up a carriage this year. But let me en- 
treat you, my dear wife, not to anticipate the wealth which 
Ralph Goodenow has promised, nor to contract debts hop- 
ing to pay them with the expansion of your fancy stocks. 
I have no confidence in him, nor faith in hia vxvv^^txssftvAsss 
and J &m prepared for any losses v?Vaci\i ^om ^\A"VjSs^»s^ 
majTBusttdn through him." 
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"Doctor, you are unjustly prejudiced against both Ralph 
and Arthur, simply because their lives flow in such differ- 
ent channels from your own. Ralph may be a trifle too 
sanguine and worldly, but you must admit that Arthur is 
very distinguished in manners and conversation, and that 
his present position is a highly complimentary one to his 
talents." 

" He is not without talent, and has no lack of tact and 
shrewdness; but I infer that his appointment is more com- 
plimentary to Ralph's money than to Arthur's intellect. 
His present position is at best a temporary one, and, re- 
lieved from that, he proposes to seek office at home. He 
must become involved in political imbroglios, be tossed 
about with every wind and wave of party strife, and be 
exposed to the wear and tear of public life, the temptations 
and vexations of which have dragged many stronger na- 
tures than his into mad storms of vice and wretchedness. 
If, in devoting himself to politics, he had a great and high- 
toned principle in his soul, stimulating him to secure the 
welfare of our republican institutions, to legislate with pu- 
rity and singleness of heart for the upbuilding of the peo- 
ple, I should predict an honorable career for him. But as 
far as I could disopver, he seeks office only to obtain rank, 
influence, and money as a sinecure for ease and emolument 
without manly effort." 

Diantha's opportune entrance at this point in the con- 
versation was like an unexpected gleam of sunshine through 
the rifts of an angry cloud. Mrs. Howell's chagrin and dis- 
appointment at the result of her appeal for a carriage were 
not softened by the doctor's reasons for refusal, coming as 
they did in the shape of those bills; and since the glamour 
of Lou's engagement and marriage had somewhat paled, 
thei^e had crept into her heart a shadow of distrust regard- ■ 
W£^ Ralph Goodenow'fl stocks and\Ti\^eXm^\v\j^^\ivCi\i\xi^ 
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allasions to that 8abject rather^ anwelcome, arul probabli^ 
accounted for the dissatisfied, captioas, and critical spirit 
that had clung so tenaciously to her sincaher return from. 
New York. Dissension was as foreign to the doctor'<s gen« 
ial, generous soul, whose windows were always " opeir to 
the whole noon of nature," as the frosts of J'anuary were to , 
midsummer, and therefore he greeted Diantha wi^ a grate- 
ful, welcoming smile. She approached h«r.,father^ith a 
conscious blush, and placed in his hand an unopened letter, 
the superscription of which Jiad become familiar tor her 
during the last two months; and perceiving that some dis- 
turbing influence had robbed him of his afler-dinner rest, 
and that a shadow of injured pride marred the cold beauty 
of her mother's face, she seated herself at the piano, ^nd, 
selecting such passages from her favorite composers as 
breathed the purest and calmest spirit, she played and 
sang with a heart so full of earnest desire to scatter heal- 
ing and perfume, that her sweet tones could hardly fail of 
their beneficent mission? o • 

"Your style of singing is wonderfully improved of late, 
Di,** Mrs. Howell remarked when her daughter turned from 
the instrument. She spoke with a coolness that ynplied 
her own superior appreciation qf artistioObierit. Q 

"Have you had lessons this Winter ?**^ 

" One term, while you were in NeV iTork." o^ 

Such a question from a mother, under ordinary circum- 
stances, would have sounded strangely unnatural ; but we 
must remember Mrs. Howell's peculiar preoccupation of 
thought during the winter, not only ror her eldest daugh- 
ter, but for the securing of a higher round on the social 
ladder than she had previously attained.** 

"I imagined you had neglected all self-culture in your 
devotion to Edna," added Mrs. Howell, careleaaly* "R«jr^ 
yon kept up your Fj-ench ? " 

o 



*! 
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^ Never so saccessfuUy as since Edna has been with me, 
mamma, because she speaks the language with remai'kable 
readiness and purity. I have been wishing for a chance to 
exhibit some of my little pupil's accomplishments before 
you ; but she is so shy and modest, and you have been so 
very much occupied, that I've never found a favorable 
hour." 

" How much longer will it be necessary for us to give 
Edna a home ? " 

This was a question which the doctor and Diantha had 
been expecting for several weeks, and both desired to 
thrust direct opposition to Mrs. Howell's wishes as far into 
the future as possible, hoping, meantime, that she would 
bec8me reconciled to the child's sweet presence in the 
family. Dr. Howell roused himself from the reverie into 
which the music and the letter had plunged him to answer 
his wife's query. 

" I have a letter here from Captain Ashmead ; you re- 
member, Mary, he was one of the survivors of the Stella, 
the person who found Edna and her mother in great dis- 
tress and poverty in Smyrna, and gave them free passage 
fn his ship to this country. As no relatives have been 
fbund who can protect this child. Captain Ashmead and 
myself have voluntarily assumed the rights and responsi- 
bilities of joint guardianship. He is coming to Hanthrop 
next week, and we shall then take counsel together con- 
cerning Edna. "We must cast her forth unprotected upon 
the charities of the world, or send her to an asylum for or- 
phans, or support her in a boarding-school, unless you can 
consent to her remaining under our roof as Diantha's joro- 
tegeeP 

•'How much less than the expense of a carriage, with 
horseB and driver, will be this child's board, clothing, and 
education ?^^ asked Mrs. HoweW, mVXi ^«t^\Ti^ ^s^^-s^ «b.^ 
quiveiiDg lipa. O 
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"It will cost from three to four hundred dollars per year 
to keep Edna in a good boarding-school; in our own fam- 
ily, under Daisy's care and tutelage, the expense of keep- 
ing her will be a comparatively trifling sum. I cannot buy 
such a carriage and span as you desire for less than one 
thousand five hundred dollars, and the expense of board 
for the horses and wages for the driver will be as much 
more. Think for a minute, Mary, which will afford us the 
highest gratification when the fashions of this world are 
&ding from our eyes, the memory of assistance rendered 
to a helpless orphan, or of an income spent solely on self- 
ish pleasures? and remember. He whom we have prom- 
ised to obey and imitate delighteth in the exercise of lov- 
ing-kindness and mercy." 

Dr. Howell, quietly bidding his wife and daughter good 
night, passed from the parlor with the calm dignity of a 
soul so firmly anchored, so strong and pure in its instincts 
and convictions, as to rise unruffled above the jars and dis- 
cords of his domestic life. And Mrs. Howell, in no envia- 
ble mood, sat reviewing the history of her winter, while 
Diantha, with admirable tact, sought with music and read- 
ing to pour oil on the troubled waters of her mother's ^ 
heart* 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

GUARDIANS AND WABD. 

<* Why, man, she is mine own ; 
And I as rich, in having^ such a jewel, 
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold.'* 

Shakespeabil 

Captain Ashmead came to Hanthrop, as his letter had 
intimated that he would, ostensibly to see Edna, and con- 
sult with the doctor about her future ; and presenting him- 
self at the office before seeking the hospitalities of hifl 
friend's house, the two guardians of the orphaned child 
discussed her welfare, and arranged plans for her educa- 
tion ; but the captain's lingering hesitation, after his ward's 
affairs had been talked over, revealed to the doctor's quick 
apprehension a shadow of something which he feared to 
meet; and Dr. Howell never lacked moral courage for 
combating anything whose boundaries of right and wrong 
were distinctly defined, and where he was sure selfish 
interest did not blunt his perceptions, and warp his judg- 
ment. 

" I shall have no reservation with you. Dr. Howell. I 
have come to Hanthrop more for the sake of seeing your 
daughter than because I supposed Edna Shreve could be 
benefited by my visit ; but I must tell you, before I have 
your permission to call, that I love her." 
^ Captain Ashmead's brown face ^\x«^\\^4 fot ^ laQoieiit 
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almost as deeplj^l a yonng girPs would in 1111. king such a 
confession ; but he looked straight in tl:fe%yes of his friend 
while pausing for encouragement or -reply to his implied 
question. No word escaped Dr. Howefl's lips, and no look 
or sign bade him proceed. • o 

" I love her, doctor ; but while ^ cgtjd see no signal- 
lights, nor chance of anchorage, I tried to conquer the 
feeling, and persuade myself it jvas a fancy that would 
float away ; still, despite my struggles, this new emotion 
has given shape and color to all my thoughts and plans 
ever since you permitted her pure hand to touch mine." 

It did not mollify the doctor's hard trial to remember 
that his own wishes had led his daughter to the Bonse- 
cour, and that, in obedience to his own request, she had 
been an angel of mercy to his patient. " My Daisy," he 
sighed ; and even in the utterance of those two words, 
in the emphasis placed upon the possessive pronoun, the 
father betrayed his fear that another's love should rob him 
of the exclusive right to say " my own." And looking in 
the captain's clear eyes, noting the earnestness, purity, 
and strength of his face, he could but acknowledge that 
a woman's happiness might safely be trusted in such 
keeping. 

" I'm not conceited enough, doctor, to think Fm worthy 
of such a gift as your daughter's love, and of course it 
will be a long time before T can offer her a suitable home ; 
but I should sail for Cuba with a light heart if fcould 
only carry the hope that she would some day be mine*. 
Fm not used to the ways of the world ; but it didn't seem 
straightforward to call again at your house until I had 
your permission." 

"I thought you had decided to seek employment on 
shore," said the doctor, trying to evade an answer to tbc 
captain's request 
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"And so I have ; but, meantime, I cOTidn't afford to be 
idle while waiting for something to turn up ; and when 
Elliot Prime wrote last week, offering me the command 
of the Aurora, anct the loan of a thousand dollars, with 
which to do a little business for myself, that should not 
interfere with the legitimate trade of the Aurora, it did 
not take me many hours to decide that this was a provi- 
dential opening. I go to. New York to-morrow to super- 
intend the outfit and lading of the brig, and we hope to 
sail for Cuba the last of next week." 

" Is Elliot Prime owner of the brig ? " asked Dr. How- 
ell; not that he cared for information on that point, but to 
learn, perhaps indirectly, more of his visitor's antecedents. 

**She belongs to the firm of 'Dillingham & Prime;' 
and for three years before I»commanded the Stella, I was 
mate of the Juniata, one of their merchantmen. Prime 
feels indebted to me for the care I took of a brother of 
his, who made a long voyage in the Juniata for the pur- 
pose of breaking up habits of dissipation. The young 
man was confided specially to me ; and as he was returned 
to his family sound in mind and strong in body, they over- 
estimate the pei-sonal influence I had in his restoration, and 
express their gratitude by heaping favors upon me." 

"How long do you intend to command the Aurora?" 

"If she is successful, and I give satisfaction to tlie own- 
ers, I ought, in consideration of all they have done for me, 
to command her at least a year." 

" And then what do you propose doing ? " 

"Well, sir, I have no well-defined plan; but when I 
wrote Elliot Prime that since the change in my religious 
views I had been hoping to find a berth in some snug 
harbor where I could be more actively useful than a sea- 
faring life permits a man to be, aid that if I took command 
of the AurorOy it would be on\^ uutVV ^om^ mow oongenid 

^.1L 
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employment presented itself^ he returned this answer." 
And the captain took from the side-pocket of his coat a 
letter, which he handed the doctor, adding, " I couldn't 
thrust my affairs upon you in this wholesale wa}^, if I 
didn't recognize your right to learn as much of my past 
Ufe and future prospects as possible before permitting me 
to call on your daughter." 

Elliot Prime's letter was a warm testimonial of grateful 
fiiendship, expressing sympathy with the captain's desire 
to obtain business that should secure for him a permanent 
home on shore. The ship-owner alluded to the great in- 
debtedness of his family, and their wish to render him 
material aid, and then added that his influence and that 
of his friends should be used to secure for him some lucra- 
tive employment. " My wife's brother," he wrote, " is a 
senator, and a man of large political and social influence. 
It is often in his power to secure honorable and profitable 
positions for his friends ; and I confidently trust within a 
year something may be found that will promote your 
activity, usefulness, and happiness." 

"What kind of business are you best fitted for?" asked 
the doctor, returning the merchant's letter to Captain 
Ashmead. 

" I believe I have a natural tact for teaching; and I have 
friends who think I am qualified for a professorship. My 
knowledge of navigation, civil engineering, and mathe- 
matics, is sufficient to give me confidence to teach those 
branches. Then my business has made me quite familiar 
with custom-house duties. I made several voyages as 
supercargo before I was twenty-five. Partly from an in- 
nate love of study, and partly because the leisure of a 
long voyage hangs heavy on a man, I have acquired some 
knowledge of boote during my seaferm^ \\^^.» N?\i\0^ X 
trust can be made of service; and xmtW \ ^^^ ^^^^^^^ 

12 
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years of age, I had received excellent and thorough instrac- 
tion from my father, who was an educated raan. But, 
Dr. Howell, at thirty-two years of age I am without 
means, and have never tested my ability to succeed in any 
business or profession on land, and, with a keen sense of 
my unworthiness, I come to you empty-handed, but with 
an honest heart, full of love for your daughter." 

There was a reverence in the captain's tones, a light in 
his eyes, and a dignity in his bearing, that were powerful 
pleaders in his behalf. 

"Do you intend to tell Diantha of your love?'' asked 
the doctor. 

" Not unless you give me permission, though you must 
know, if I could receive from her an assurance that my love 
might win a return, it would be a great incentive to ex- 
ertion, and would give my life a zest and sweetness it has 
never known." 

" Captain Ashmead, your frankness demands from me 
equally straightforward dealing. While I have great re- 
gard for you, and admire certain qualities of your heart 
and brain, I remember you have no home to offer with 
your love, and no definite vocation ; that your business 
capacities have never been tested ; and that at least two 
yeapsj^ jnust elapse before you have a right to ask any 
WOTCM to share your uncertain fortunes. I have dis- 
covered in Diantha a stronger feeling of regard for you 
than has ever quickened her pulses before ; and if you 
should tell her in words of your love, I've no doubt the 
strong tide of her generous nature would be turned to- 
wards you ; and then, if, after a long, tedious waiting and 
trusting on her part, you should be found unworthy of 
such a treasure, your love would prove a crown of sorrow 
rather than rejoicing to her. If I |^m cold and polltifl^ 
mj^ good jfrzend, set it down to l\i^ ^e^^Jti ^xA XftiA^eaMft 
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ly fatherly love, which would shield, if possible, this 
i Daisy of mine from every rough wind and sad ex- 
30 ce. I cannot refuse your request to call at my house 
friend, though my judgment tells me it .would be bet- 
for you both not to meet until your position gives a 
ge of your ability to protect the woman you love ; but 
advertently spoke of your coming to Hanthrop, and 
)iantha and Edna are expecting to see you, I will not 
ppoint them." 

aptain Ashmead sat with bowed head for a minute 
r the doctor ceased speaking ; and if, when his face 
raised, there was a shadow of disappointment in it, 
lid not permit the feeling to escape in words. 
I see the justice of your decision. Dr. Howell, and 
ik you heartily for softening it, by speaking as you 
of your daughter's regard : even that slight encour- 
nent will be a mine of strength to me. Am I to 
erstind, if my record for the next two years is fair and 
jfactory, that I shall then have your permission to tell 
p daughter of my love ? " 

he doctor's hesitation was not in keeping with the 
al honesty that characterized his dealings with his 
•w-men : coldness, reticence, and selfishness were never 
oitted to stain the tablets of his soul ; but here was a 
1 asking for his one pet lamb — the solace and light of 
home, the cheerful sharer of his toils — her who was 
amiliar with his pursuits, and always so ready t6 
,e for him, read to him, and soothe him witlther musio, 
. parting from her would be almost like givmg up his 
t hand, or his sense of sight and sound. But when 
asked himself if his daughter's life could always flow 
as sweetly and cheerfully if he withheld from it that 
•e of Eden which is the birthright of ^om«iv^ \i\^ ^wiS^ 
d wake bat one answer. 
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"Captain Ashmead, I will endeavor so to fiirge my 
love for Diantha from its selfishness, that it shall never 
cl;>ud her happiness. I shall doubtless be as willing to 
yield my treasure to your keeping as to that of any other 
man." 

Dr. Howell extended his hand while speaking; and the 
captain's eager grasping of it was his only expression of 
thanks ; but the moisture in his eyes told of the foun- 
tain in his heait, upon which a heavenly benediction had 
fallen. 

"Come and dine with us at six o'clock this evening," 
said the doctor, with a flavor qf his accustomed heartiness ' 
in voice and manner ; and with a grateful thankToffering, 
the captain aqcepted the invitation. 

If Dr. Howell had nourished a secret hope that absehoe 

from her friend and a multitude of absorbing pursuits 

would banish him from Diantha's memory, or cool the 

ardor of an attachment formed under circumstanoes pecu- 

>;; liarly calculated to draw out the wealth of a woman's 

, •* ' nature, the meeting between the two convinced him of 

??^ . the poverty of such a hope. Diantha's words were feiF, 

and such as would have been used in greeting any friend; 

^. but the eager welcome in her eyes, ari3 the quick flushing J 

and paling of her face, would hav^ freighted the common-' 

,«6t words with eloquent meaning ; and no matter how con- 

'/■"•Tontional and guarded Captain Ashmead might be in 

speech, there was a language in his heart that could never 

S' be quite controlled ; it found utterance in his eyes, and 

in the long, firm clasp of the small hand that trembled 

in his. J 

Mrs. Howell, not knowing that their guest was more to 'J 

the doctor or Diantha than an ordinary p^atient, receive$-a 

beil 



bim with as much favor and courtesy as she psa^lTy 



. • "r 



itowed on a, stranger who liad \io\> \k^ T^^ynsoofea^^i^litt^ I 
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wealth or acknowledged position ; and that was a formal 
politeness, cold enough to chill the most tropical nature. 
Edna alone w^ natural and untrammelled. In her glad- 
ness, at finding herself once more with the fiiend who had . 
lieen kind to her mamma, she even forgot the restraints of 
IL's. Howell's presence, and laughed and chatted with a 
bird-like gush and freedom. 

" What have you done with your crutches ? " asked 
Edna, as soon as she was installed in her old p4ace by the 
captain, upon whom she leaned as familiarly as if he had 
been her father. 

They were left in the parsonage at Hollyville, and a 
curly-headed little nephew of mine makes horses of them. 
I doubt if the sailors would permit me to command the 
Aurora with such companions on board ; they are super- 

8titiOU4»" 

" Don't you need them any longer ? " 
■ "No ; thanks to the skill of Dr. Howell and the inventor 
of cork limbs, I have but a- slight limp, and need only a 
cane. And I see that my little ward has been improving 
as rapidly as her guardian," said the captain, laying his 
hand upon Edna's short, thick curls. " She never had as 
much color or plumpness in her cheeks even when they 
yere kisi^d by the sea breezes. But what has becon;^ ^J- 
tfiiilong hair ? " ' • • ' '^' 

"Dr. Howell said it must be cut, because my sickneiw "'' 
''made it so thin.'* ■ * 

"Tm not sure but I like the short curls better ; and Fm . 
very certain that I like the color and brightness that haye 
crept back to your face and eyes. And what about they* * 
lessons, little one ? " 

" You must ask Miss Howell ; she makes study so ieasy 
and pleasant, I cannot help learLing." ; ' a. 

^Captain Asbmead knowB a quicV ^ioAAo^^^ \'^"^, 
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makes pastime of a teacher's work ; and then the assist* 
ance I give Edna is hardly worthy the name of teaching; 
we help each other," answered Diantha. 

" I'm • sure Di spends as much time on your ward. Cap- 
tain Ashmead, as a dozen pupils need require. I hope 
Edna appreciates what is done for her," said Mrs. Howell. 

"We could hardly expect a chit of thirteen to know 
the full value of the services she is receiving," answered 
the captain. '' However, I have faith that seed sown on 
such soil will in time yield an abundant harvest ;" and 
then, turning to the doctor, he added, — 

" My sister wishes Edna to spend a couple of the sum- 
mer months in her parsonage, where she will have the ben- 
efit of the mountain air, plenty of new milk, delicious ber- 
ries, any quantity of romps with my nephew and nieces, 
and as much petting from my mother and sister as will be 
beneficial to our ward." 

** Your sister is-.very kind, and we may be glad to accept 
her proposal for Edna, as our plans for the summer are still 
unsettled ; .we usually treat ourselves to the luxuries of 
the country for a few weeks," said the doctor. 

** Then let me say a few words in favor of Hollyville, 
one. of the most charming summer resorts I've ever seen, 
and getting to be a favorite with pleasure-seekers, my 
brother-in-law tells me. You will find mountain, lake, 
hill, meadow, and river scenery as daintily combined in 
the landscape as if the Great Artist had tiied to see how 
much beauty could be lavished and concentrated on a few 
miles' space." 

** You have been a great traveller. Captain Ashmead," 
remarked Mrs. Howell, apparently willing to be enter- 
tained by her guest, though still preserving her oritical 
aDd reserved air. 
^^ Tea; and you may infeT) ma.&2iXiLt liXi^X ^ \s^aa^ towed 
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about upon the salt water for fourteen years cannot be a 
very good judge of scenery ; but I've sometimes thought 
the very monotony and barrenness of ocean life make 
one more keenly alive to the variety and richness of the 
land. I've had glimpses of some of the fairest islands in 
the world, some of the gi'andest mountains and most pic- 
turesque rivers ; Fm familiar with the scenery of the Rhine 
and the Shenandoah, the Alps and the Andes; but I think 
I've found as much graceful harmony and sublime gran- 
deur in New England as in any other part of the world." 

Captain Ashmead was fast losing his unnatural reserve, 
and, with a little encouragement from his host, was drawn 
out in such animated and intelligent descriptions of towns, 
cathedrals, ruins, places of historic interest, pictures, works 
of art, and natural scenery, that at least one of his audi- 
tors was convinced he had garnered from his travels a 
wealth, culture, and development far exceeding in value 
that more tangible substance which the wreck of the Stella 
had swept from him. His urbanity, sailor-like frankness, 
and heartiness gave such piquancy to his conversation, 
that when he rose to make his adieus, even Mrs. Howell's 
hxmteur melted; and the doctor observed the lingering 
clasp in which Diantha's hand was held with less regret 
than he would have felt three hours before, and, when hig-, 
guest was gone, comforted himself with the remembrance 
that 



things done well) 



n 



And with a care, exempt the nselves from fear.' 
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CHAPTER XX. 

PASSING CLOUDS. 

** Ctod's dealings still are love. His chastenings are al<Mift 
" -■.- ^ Love, now compelled to take an altered, loader tone." 

** Prosperity's the very bond of love, 
„ / -* Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 

/ .' '\. AflMction alters." 

"*. - '-^ Shakespeare. 

"Doctor, I have a letter here from brother Ralph's 
agent, or lawyer, and some parts of it I don't quite under- 
stand. I must ask explanations of you, and advice." 

Dr. Howell rose from his writing-desk with an exclama- 
tion of surprise at the call, joined with a word of welcome 
ify^ to his wife ; and clearing a chair of the books and pam- 
'^S, l^hlets, which were somewhat carelessly disposed during his 
^ '■ y^itudy hours, invited her to sit while he read the letter she 

*"Tiianded him. 
• • '-^. Only on very rare occasions had Mrs. Howell's hand- 
some presence ornamented the doctor's office : the odor 
"of drugs offended her olfactories, and reminded her of 
Ijiat daily drudgery which warped her husband's intellect, 
dwarfed his ambition, and contaminated him with plebeian 
associations ; and rarer still were the. occasions when she 
had sought his advice, since her elder daughter had ac- 
quired that habit of dictation which is the natural fruit of 
egotism and ceitain kinds of culture ; and it cost the lady 
no. little sacriBce of pride to a]^^ea\ to \>;i^ ^q^x ^ thk 
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crisis, though she conld not recall a single instance where 
he had even implied reproach by saying, " I told you so," 
when any project of hers foiled which had not received his 
sanction. 

The lawyer's letter briefly informed Mrs. Howell that, 
"owing to unforeseen and adverse circumstances in the 
excavating and smelting of copper ore, the officers of 
the Eureka Company found it absolutely necessary, in' ' 
order to prosecute the mining operations, to assess the 
shares of the stockholders. Ten per cent, of the par value 
of the shares had been levied, and Mrs. Howell, owning 
twenty shares, valued at one hundred dollars each, would 
be required to pay two hundred dollars." 

When the doctor had finished reading the agent's letter, 
his lips almost involuntarily assumed such peculiar rela- 
tionships to each other that his characteristic expression 
of disturbed mental equilibrium might have escaped, had 
he not remembered in season his wife's antipathy to his 
inartistic performances; but observing the anxiety and 
annoyance that ruffled her fair face, he made no com- 
ments, and only asked, — 

"What part of this letter do you want explained, 
Maiy ? " 

" Why, I have been expecting every day for the last 
two months a dividend of at least ten per cent, on each of 
my shares, and no one ever told me they might be an ex- 
pense, instead of an income." 

" I could have told you of such a possibility before you 
invested, only I hoped Ralph Goodenow would have ex- 
plained to you all liabilities. I knew you trusted more 
CQnfidently to his judgment in business matters than to 
mine. Latham's letter is a concise statement, and, doubt- 
less, may be thus explained : The Eurek^a^ C^isi'^^Tk^ V^dsw 
eoDsnmed its aipital in the ptUMhiOLse oi \s^.^^SdxssAX^^\s^s^xs^ 
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implements, and in the hire of laborers. They have, 
probably, found the ore less abundant, and ;he obstacles 
in the way of securing it much greater than the original 
owner of the claim represented ; and now to avoid losing 
what has been expended, they must assess the shares to 
raise funds for further operations." 

^Must I lose niiy two thousand dollars unless I raise 
two hundred dollars more ? " 

" It may not be an entire loss to you. I believe, if a 
stockholder refuses to pay his assessment, his shares are 
sold at auction to raise the amount. Then I suppose there 
is a chance that the new capital may be so successfully 
managed as to increase the value of the original. Why 
did • not Ralph Goodenow write, and explain more fully 
the reasons why an increase of funds is demanded ? " 

" That is one of the mysteries ; but most likely he was 
absent from the office when this letter was written, and I 
shall hear from him to-morrow." 

" If you woul^ like his advice before you pay the tax 
levied on your stocks, I will send a telegram this morning, 
asking him to write by return mail." 

" I wish you would ; but what do you think of paying 
this -assessment ? " 

" I should rather accept the risk of losing what I had 
already invested, than to increase that sum without more 
reliable security than Ralph Goodenow's representation of 
the value of those copper mines." 

** You forget that his representations are based on statis- 
tics ; that geologists have certified as to the value of the 
claim, and that scientific experiments have proved the 
abundance and richness of the ore." 

^^I should have no confidence in the testimonials ob- 
tained by speculators in stocks. I don't wish to judge 
your irotier-in-law harshly, \>uti 1 «\.\3i^y^^ \ms3l ^ax^&II] 
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and without prejudice during his short vi&t here, and I 
believe him to be a man so wanting in integrity that he 
would not hesitate to raise money on false pretences — so 
sanguine as to accept the flimsiest foundations for the 
forming of stock companies, and so selfish as to bo utterly 
regardless of the suffering and disappointment occasioned 
by the failure of them. I know you will ^el the loss of 
your investment keenly for yourself and for Louise. As 
she gave her uncle the power of attorney to act for her in 
money matters during her absence, his selfish interest 
will prompt him to manage her afifairs as honorably as he 
would for himself; and I hope, with the blessing of God,. 
I shall be able to make all needful provision for your com- 
fort and happiness, so that the loss of your money shall 
make no essential difference in your sources of enjoyment. 
I can but pray, dear wife, that this new instance of the in- 
security of worldly wealth may cause you to place a higher 
estimate upon those riches that are eternal, and have no 
recognized value on Wall Street." 

" If I only had your phlegmatic temperament, or if I 
could be interested in such common things as you and Di 
are, and if I were not so ambitious for my children's sake, 
the loss of money would not disturb me ; but with such 
tastes and such desires as mine, it is particularly hard to 
know my small foilune is decreasing, just as I was begin- 
ning to see my way clear to a more distinguished and con- 
genial style of living than I've ever enjoyed since Arthur 
died. But you never take the most hopeful view of any 
scheme which Ralph favors, just because you don't happen 
to fancy the man ; and I'll wait until I hear from him be- 
fore I yield to despondency." 

"Let his opinion be favorable or adverse, you must not 
be despondent. The loss of two thou&atvd dc^'dx^ ^*^\w^\ 
rain us, audit maj he an experience of ^e^X^^xi^ 
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^< I'd rather have the money than the lessons taaght bj 
the loss of it. Those can be learned from any of your 
sentimental and religious writers, who love to harp on the 
elevating influences of adversity. They are welcome to 
them. How shall I contrive to keep up my spirits until I 
hear from Ralph ? " 

" Why not Bke a long drive into the country ? The 
day is lovely, and everything is in bloom. You can have 
no more agreeable diversion for your thoughts than such 
a ride will bring." 

"Well, it don't much matter what I do. I'll write to Lou 
this morning, and you may tell Kingman to send up his 
best carriage and span, to be here at twelve. You can't 
go, of course, and Di must always have Edna tied to her 
apron-strings, besides giving one the blues with her his- 
tories of low life ; and as I'm sadly in need of cheerftd 
company, I'll send Robert round to ask Dr. and Mrs. 
Blossom to ride with me. She told me last evening about 
their horses taking fright and running, two or three days 
ago, and the carriage was so injured that they've sent it 
away for repairs. She was regretting the loss of then: 
daily drive, and will be glad to go with me." 

The carriage was ordered, and Dr. and Mrs. Blossom 
accepted Mrs. Howell's invitation ; but neither the beauty 
nor the perfume of the hedges and orchards, nor the green 
luxuriance of the old earth's carpet, dotted with the golden 
heads of dandelions; neither the jubilant songs of 'Hhe 
street musicians of the heavenly city," nor the musical 
rhythm of the rejoicing season ; neither the high-toned 
discourse of the reverend doctor, who recognized God's 
love of beauty and harmony in the tiniest violet that 
fringed the wayside. His mercy and provident thought in 
the prophecy of autumnal bounties, which was written 
upoD the tender blades of ^\iea\., «Ai^ ^^::^% wjX'Nbl^Iea 
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prodigal bloom of orchards and meadoT^^; neither Mrs.Blos- 
Bom^s animated history of the preparations for a strawberry 
festival which was to commemorate the doctor's settlement 
over St. Mark's, nor her enthusiastic praises of a new soprano 
voice which was rendering still more attractive the Sunday 
service at this fashionable church ; in fine, neither the 
tender grace and blossoming beauty of the season, nor the 
clergyman's sentiment, nor his lady's rippling flow of small 
talk, sufficed to restore that tone and elasticity to Mrs. 
Howell's spirits of which the morning's news from the 
Eureka stocks had robbed her. 

And then the party had the misfortune to be caught in 
one of those soft, spring showers whose drops seemed 
scattered playfully, as if to enhance the effect of the sun- 
shine which bathed the larger part of the landscape ; and 
before the curtains of the carriage could be raised, Mrs. 
Howell's lilac crape bonnet had received its death war- 
rant. In a plaintive rehearsal of the misfortunes of the 
day to Diantha, she said, " her new chene silk would al- 
ways have an association with the assessment of her 
stocks ; " but she thanked Heaven, with a sigh, that " her 
India shawl couldn't be harmed by a few drops of water." 

" There has been one oasis in the dreary day," added 
Mrs. Howell, "and that's an assurance from Mrs Blossom 
that we are to receive invitations to a very exclusive pic- 
nic on the old Bosworth Park grounds, followed by an 
evening festival in the vestry of St. Mark's Church : it is to 
come off the first of June." 

"The invitations were brought while you were out 
riding, mamma." 

"And you are included?" ' 

" Sir. Horace Metcalf asks for the honor and pleasure of 
being my escort; he has called again to-^^^? 

^Bealljr, it seema to me Horace TJletCi?^ \a Vcfvw^ V\ 
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make me believe he wasn't more attentive to one of m^ 
daughters than the other; but if he doesn't carry a sore 
and heavy heart for the loss of Lou, I've no skill in read- 
ing his actions and lookll Of course you accepted his 
invitation ? " 

" I told him I would go if you approved, mamma ; but 
Fve been sorry since, because I don't want to encourage 
any marked attentions from him." 

" Why not ? He belongs to one of our first families, 
and has wealth, education, and good manners. It would 
be an unaccountable freak if he should take a fancy to you 
after his decided preference for Louise, but highly compli- 
mentary, Di, and a much more eligible chance for you than 
I've ever dared hope for ; so don't let me hear of your 
shunning marked attentions from Horace Metcalf." 

"But if I'm very sure I can only like him as a friend — ^ 

" Stop right there, Di ; and let me tell you, a girl of 
twenty, who has seen so little of the world as you have, 
can make no distinctions between friendship and love. If 
Horace is agreeable to you now, you'll find it easy enough 
to cultivate a stronger feeling, if he should ever honor you 
so much as to ask for your love. I shall expect you to re- 
gard my wishes in this matter, and to throw off all puritanic 
reserve and shyness, and show to the best advantage your 
talent for singing and painting. You must have a white, 
embroidered muslin for the party, and with blue trimmings. 
Let me see," added the mother, taking from her wardrobe 
drawer a bunch of blue, buff, pink, and scarlet ribbons, and 
trying the effect of each against Diantha's delicately 
colored cheek and golden-brown hair. "Yes; blue and 
white are more in harmony with your hair and complexion 
than decidedly brilliant hues. Lou could be dressed like 
an Eastern princess, she was such a bright, tropical flower; 
bat jovL are fitrangely like t\ieHo^fe\\a>^\^Vd^<5ft^^£a.^ 
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fignre, and coloring, and I may add, in character, too 
Bat you are improving in looks and manners, and with 
more attention to style and dress, and a better control of 
yoiir foolish color, you'll be thought pretty and attractive, 
now that you don't suffer from contrast with Louise. I'm 
glad and thankful these invitations came to-day; they'll 
give me amusement and occupation in planning our toilets 
until I hear from Ralph ; and remember, I shall exact from 
you compliance with my wishes in reference to this party 
and all future attentions of Horace Metcalf. You may 
leave me now ; my head aches, and I must have rest before 
dinner." 

Diantha went to her chamber wondering how a girl 
could help knowing the difference between love and 
friendship, when the knowledge had come to her heart as 
stealthily and naturally as wildflowers turn towards the 
sun; and wondering, too, whether, the boundaries once 
crossed, love could be recalled and turned into the quiet 
channels of friendship ; whether a woman ought not to up- 
root every growth that bore semblance to the immortal 
flower, until she had been asked to cherish it. If Captain 
Ashmead could have told the story in words, which his 
looks and tones clearly intimated, Diantha's trustful heart 
would have been a stranger to misgivings; waiting for 
him would have been a hope-crowned prelude to the sweet 
psalm of life ; but not to know her hero's reasons for silence, 
and to feel conscious that her father disapproved of her 
preference, and that her mother would in every possible 
way encourage the attentions of young Metcalf, disturbed 
the healthful tone of her nature, and called for the constant 
exercise of all her courage, faith, and patience. She con- 
cealed her own pain so adroitly, while ministering with her 

. wonted cheerfulness to the needs of otYieT^ \Xi^\, ^\^\i'\^x» 
Bowel! observed only the richer perfam^i <;>5 \x^et \sSfe ^>5^* 

oat Boeking its cause. 
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And Mrs. Howell's real and fanciful '^^oubles were so 
great, during that memorable summer, as to render hei 
oblivious to the griefs of others ; her remarkable sensitive- 
ness to mental and physical ailments quite unfitted her, as 
she often remarked, to help bear another's burdens. 

The doctor's telegram brought another letter from 
Latham, the broker's lawyer, stating that " Ralph Good- 
enow sailed in the Golden Gate, for California, a week pre- 
vious to date; that the interests of the Feather Kver 
Quartz-crushing Company demanded his presence on the 
ground of operations, and that the enterprising broker, 
wishing to become personally acquainted with the claims 
of that vast gold-bearing region, had left his financial mat- 
ters in care of his agent for two or three months. He said 
the heavy spring rains had so retarded the progress of 
the Eureka mines, and the difficulties of transportation had 
been so great, that the cost of supplies for the miners had 
been more than double the original calculation. These 
impediments and delays called for patience on the part of 
the stockholders ; but the property was good, and would 
make ample returns for the capital spent upon it. Mrs. How- 
ell need have no anxiety when such men as Hon. Carlos 
Hapgood, Right Rev. Dr. Mintw^l, and Colonel Keen- 
man promptly paid their assessments, and moreover made 
arrangements for securing ^11 the Eureka stocks which 
ishould come into the market. Latham could find a pur- 
'chaser for Mrs. Howell's shares at their par value if she 
wished to dispose of them." 

And the same mail brought a letter from Louise, 
descanting on the glories of Paris, and the delights of 
foreign travel, and the honorable distinctions which money 
secured, and begging her mother to trust implicitly to 
Ralph Good enow in business matters. 
*'/ shall pay. the assessmexLtaJ^ m^ '^x^ "^or^^ in 
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answer to the doctor's query regarding her decision, " even 
if I'm obliged to give up my trip to Saratoga in con- 
sequence. Fm used to making sacrifices," she added, with 
a sigh. 

" If the Eureka turns out badly, the Feather River 
stocks will redeem the failure ; and I may as well tell you 
now that I have two thousand dollars invested in Ralph's 
quartz-crushing operations, though, of course, as the money 
belonged to my first husband, there's no need of my telling 
you what I do with it." 

"None whatever," answered the doctor, while an 
amused smile hovered in his eyes and around his lips 
He was thinking of the nature of his lady's sacrifices and 
the expansiveness of her first husband's bequest, the in- 
come of which had been her excuse for indulging in 
pleasures and gratifying tastes which must have swal- 
lowed her entire fortune years before, had she been 
dependent on that alone. 

18 
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CHAPTER XXL 



XOTHEB AND DAUaHTBII. 

(* I will this dreary blank of absence make 
A noble task-time, and will therein strire 
To follow excellence, and to overtake 
More good than I hare won since yet I lire." 

Fbances Kembu 

Edna Shbeye had not seen so bright a day since the 
wreck of the Stella as that which was crowned with the 
pleasure of finishing Captain Ashmead's slippers in season 
to send them to New York before the Aurora sailed ; and 
it must be recorded that, without substantial aid from the 
nimble fingers of Diantha, the slippers would have missed 
the honorable service for which they were destined. Kthe 

' cpr+nin o,-yr]d h.n^o ]%ih')v. ii how much love and gratitude 
Iv.ir. ;)con '.. :.^.iLit f'iio lliO pattoTi: with the bright-hued 
w()'-i :.r- nd silhs, tlio gilt^f his liitk friend would have 
pos£ir>.-:« «1 hliaoat a tahsuianic charm; but if the slippers 
failed in one iota of their intended mission, Edna's ac- 
companying note supplied all deficiencies. " I o mid never 
have made them if Miss Howell hadn't shown me how," 
wrote the conscientious child, not dreaming what sweetness, 
strength, and hope lay hidden in her words. *' She worked 
the purple pansy and the scarlet geranium, and helped me 
with all the rest; and every day she asks me if I've prayed 
that God would hold the sea in the hollow of his hand, and 
Iceep the Aurora from all harm. She's so gentle with me^ 

and 80 lovingj and you and Dx. B^ov^'^W ^\^ %q YvsA^ v^ 1 
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love you all so much, that I'm not grieving 'for my lost 
^amma and Nathan as I used, and am quite content to 
live. Miss Howell says, perhaps some time, when you have 
a home on shore, you may want me to live with you and 
yoor mother; and she is teaching me how to Sing, and play, 
and draw, and do all sorts of nice things to please you." 

The care and confusion attending the Aurora's outfit and 
lading did uot prevent Captain Ashmead from sending his 
little friend a letter of thanks, as well as more tangible 
tokens of his generous thought for her. Edna's happiness 
"waded in tears" when she saw the proofs of the captain's 
loving remembrance of her needs. He had selected a white 
cambric and just the shade of merino for a gown and cloak 
which would harmonize with the hue of her eyes and the 
•delicacy of her complexion. And a large photograph of 
the Aurora, neatly framed, to ornament the *' City of 
Refuge," was more valuable to Edna than his other gifts. 

The bouquet of sweet-scented geranium blossoms and 
velvet-coated pansies, which was enclosed in Edna's box, 
and directed to Miss Howell, did not win from that young 
lady such outward demonstrations of welcome as the child 
bestowed on her gifts ; yet their messages were like manna 
to her hungry heart, telling, in quaint, old-time fashion, of 
the giver^s preference and remembrance, and strengthening 
her for many a hard conflict, long after their beauty and 
perfume had perished. 

If Diantha's timid yet glad acceptance of the flowers and 
their delicately conveyed intimation could have been re- 
vealed to Captain Ashmead, he would have been sorely 
tempted to disregard the doctor's injunction, and to tell her 
of his love in words that could not be mistaken for a mere 
floi*al compliment^ but it was doubtless better for the har- 
monious development of his charactet, ^^ vife\V^^\^\%»J^^^ 
Aat both should remain in ignorance oi >5aft i8Xt«vn^P^^2c>^ 
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depth of affection each cherished for the other; for without 
the misconceptions, disappointments, and thwarted desires 
of our daily lives, we should lack the trustfulness, devotion, 
and energy which are the fruits of surmounted obstacles. 

The captain's flowers arrived one day when Diantha'g 
filial regard for her mother^s wishes had clashed with her 
own ideas of duty and propriety, and when she more than 
ever before needed the inspiration and strength brought 
by the sweet-voiced messengers. 

The forthcoming picnic party of the St. Mark's Church 
would be a rare opportunity for Mrs. Howell to display her 
artistic tastes and that maternal solicitude for Diantha, of 
which, as she expressed it, " her dear, f^itherless child had 
hitherto received the lion's share ; " and then the possibili- 
ty of securing an alliance with the Metcalf family had* 
awakened her to the importance of immediate attention to 
Diantha's style in dress and manners. 

" You make a great parade of piety and conscience, Di ; 
but I wish it was a part of your religion to honor and obey 
me, and show a becoming deference to my tastes. Pve 
been more than once reminded, since the invitations to 
this picnic came, of what Solomon, or Shakespeare, or some 
old writer said : — 

' How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is 
To have a thankless child I ' " 

Mrs. Howell's face and voice wore the emphasis of 
severe displeasure, because her daughter had quietly ob- 
jected to the purchase of what seemed to her unnecessary 
and inappropriate for the picnic party. 

Diantha rose from her chair, and, coming forward, knelt 
at her mother's side, saying, with a tremulous voioe^ and 
ejrea fall of tears, — 
^^^mma, you mistake my ixiotV^^%\ lLtcLTtfA»\ai^^iajD5«S3^ 
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and I appreciate your desire to see me prettily dressed, 
and I know Jrour taste is better cultivated than mine ; but 
I cannot ask father for an increase of my allowance, and I 
spent so much on my dress for the wedding party that 
really I have not half enough in my purse to buy a new 
one." 

** Ton might anticipate your next quarter's allowance." 

" Father has forbidden me ever to run in debt ; and then 
my wardrobe is so abundantly supplied, I should have no 
need of an embroidered muslin after the picnic. I don't 
want to differ from you in matters of taste, but I should 
feel over-dressed for an out-of-door party in such a gown 
as you propose." 

** Tou seem to forget that the most important part of the 
entertainment will be in the vestry of St. Mark's, in the 
evening, when there will be dancing, and music, and 
speeches." 

"Yes; but Mrs. Metcalf told me this morning the ladies 
wouldn't appear in full dress ; 'tis more like a large family 
party, where fashion yields to pleasure and convenience." 

Mi-s. Metcalfs opinion was an authority which even 
Mrs. Howell did not care to gainsay, and she was willing 
to accept it in the present instance, rather than supply the 
coveted articles for Diantha from her own purse, or appear 
to yield to her daughter's judgment. 

"Where did you see Mrs. Metcalf?" asked the mother,. 
in a softer tone than she had used when speaking to Dian- 
tha for several days. 

" She went with me to the Bonsecour Home. I was 
driving there in the buggy to meet father, when I overtook 
her on Locust Str^t, and she asked to go with me." 

** Just another one of her odd freaks. She thinks she 
o&n do anything because she is the d2AX^\.ct oS. OA^o^^ 
Boswortbf and her husband was a ^vi^ig^^ «xA. ^^"^ ^^sa 
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known to have an income of twenty thoasand dollars a 
year. She wouldn't be seen riding in your father's old 
buggy if she didn't own as handsome a turnout as anybody 
in Hanthrop. People who have carriages, and servants in 
livery, and more money than they know how to spend, can 
afford to trudge about on foot, while those who've got to 
build up a reputation must use every device, and strain, 
and twist, and turn their means, as well as their wits, to 
keep up appearances." 

" Wouldn't the straining, and twisting, and racking of 
brains depend on the kind of reputation we wished to en- 
joy, mamma ? If we desired only the distinction of wealth, 
we might spend our entire means in making a show, and 
in imitating others ; but wouldn't you rather father should 
be known as a skilful physician and a scientific scholar, 
whose name is honorably mentioned in medical and literary 
journals, whose opinions are quoted as authority, than have 
him referred to simply as the owner of factories, ships, and 
blocks of houses ? " 

"You are all Howell, Di, as Fve told you a hundred 
times, and have no sympathy with anything but your fa- 
ther's crotchets. If you and he were as ambitious as I am, 
we might have the honors that are conferred on wealth in 
addition to literary fame. But I've never been understood 
oy any one excepting Louise, since her father was taken 
from me ; and I suppose 'tis too late now to expect appre- 
ciation and sympathy from you." 

" Please don't think, mamma, because our tastes in di'ess 
sometimes differ, that I can't appreciate you, and that I've 
no sympathy with you because I'm so interested in father's 
pursuits. I'm afraid his writings would never see the liglit 
if I didn't copy them for him, and correct the proofs ; and I . 
always fee], while doing such work, that I'm helping makA 
the world better and wiser." 
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** Well, you must follow your own bent now, I suppose ; 
Fve tried in vain to mould you, and give you a taste for 
becoming and lady-like pursuits; but if copying such dry 
medical essays as your father writes is more agreeable to 
you than cultivating the graces and accompl shments of 
your own sex, Fve nothing more to say ; at least, not while 
you confine your strong-minded notions to your father^s 
study. Don't lean on me any longer ; you're crushing my 
dress." 

Diantha resumed her chair, while her mother added, "To 
return to the picnic party : if you are sure the ladies are 
not to go in full evening dress, I won't insist on your buy- 
ing a new muslin ; and really, I suppose my health isn't 
equal to the care of superintending the making of it, as I'm 
having so much trouble in matching my lilac grenadine 
with tiimmings. If Madame Lavitte don't find something 
recherche to-day that exactly matches, I shall have it 
trimmed with black thread lace, and puffings of the grena- 
dine. And then I must have a new bonnet, because that 
disagreeable little shower spoiled my pretty crape one. 
Everything has gone wrong with me ever since that unfor- 
tunate assessment of my stocks ; and notwithstanding your 
father knows I was obliged to pay out the two hundred 
dollars I had saved for a trip to Saratoga, where I was ex- 
pecting 'to meet Ralph's family and the Hapgoods and 
Mintwells, he hasn't said one word yet about making up 
the loss to me ; and he knows very well that a summer ex- 
cursion is as necessary to my health and happiness as scien- 
tific study and professional work are to him." 

** Father is never ^o busy as to forget your health or 
pleasures, mamma, and I'm sure he'll give you as much 
money as he can afford. One of my principal reasons for 
not wishing to buy a new dress for thia ipVcui^i ^^^e* >i^^ ^t^,. 
mre to relieve father as much as po&ftWA^ fcoxxi \^\Xrj Qax&%\ 
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BO that his the aghts maybe clear for the work he's engaged 
in ; and I'm very thankful you haven't insisted on the new 
dress." 

" Well, I hope you'll show your thankfulness by makbg 
yourself agreeable to Mrs. Metcalf and her son. I saw by 
the way he listened to your singing last evening that he's 
very much pleased with you ; but he's fastidious, and won't 
marry a dowdy girl, even if she is talented. What dress 
are you going to wear?" 

"The buff berege you gave me last summer is pretty and 
seasonable, and you always said it was becoming; but, 
mamma, please don't talk as if Horace Metcalf were weigh- 
ing me in the balances, or as if we were trying to show 
off accomplishments to secure an offer from him. Such 
thoughts will embarrass me in his presence, and rob me of 
all the pleasure I might otherwise have in his conversation 
and friendship. Even if I thought it possible to love hira, 
a deliberate attempt to secure his regard would desecrate 
the sacred purity of the feeling I must have for the man 
who chooses me ; and I'm still firm in my conviction that I 
can only like him as a friend." 

"I trust a daughter of mine will never have any warmer 
feeling than friendship before marriage. A girl of your 
age should know that a connection with an aristocratic 
family of wealth and fashion is in every way desii;able for 
her, especially when this connection may be brought about 
by cultivating friendly feelings, which already exist, for an 
agreeable and talented young man." 

"But if I find him agreeable for an hour's chat, or a 
dr ^e, you mustn't infer he would be an agreeable compan- 
ion for life. The man I marry must have such intellectual 
strength, such nobility of soul, and such punty of life, that 
I can honor and reverence him, and such power over my 
affectiona that they will BpTing mXxttXlv?^^ \» \&ftKX\H 
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Horace Metcalf can talk well, and is qaite familiar with 
books and works of art, and is fond oif music, and there are 
many themes which have a common interest for us ; but he 
has no reverence for religion, and no especial object in 
life, and so long as he is comfortable, and has means to 
gratify his luxurious tastes, the poveVty, ignorance, and 
wretchedness of the world present to him no incentives to 
action." 

" TouVe picked up the most peculiar notions, Di, from 
^ such women as Miss Wheeler, who think they are set 
apart as examples for the rest of humanity ; but a persistent 
lover will set you all right, and show you that one's indi- 
vidual comfort and happiness may be secured first, and then 
there will be time enough for such philanthropical labors 
as are becoming to women. There'll be no end of your 
charities when you have control of Horace Metcairs 
wealth, and as his wife your influence will be ten times as 
great as 'tis now. Tou needn't say another word on this 
subject to-day ; but I warn you not to refuse an offer of 
marriage from such a quarter, and expect me to forgive 
such childish folly. Tou may order Robert to harness the 
sorrel horse into the buggy ; it looks so much like rain, I 
won't run the risk of getting wet, and adding to my cold, 
and I'm obliged to go to Madame Lavitte's. I've said I 
would never ride in the old buggy for pleasure, or to make 
calls ; but that promise needn't prevent me from riding in 
it when business obliges me to go out." 

The preparations for this picnic party gave to Mrs. How- 
ell's restless spirit just the kind of exciting food it demand- 
ed. It is not pleasant for a woman to record a fact so 
prejudicial to her own sex; but the doctor's wife belonged 
to a large class whose intellects never crave a higher theme 
than the trivialities of dress, and the coivN^\\\\ovi^\\\Kft»» <5k^ 
aocietjTf — for whom a party or an opeia \% «si ^"scitiXi ^^'l^so^^ 
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importance as to consume much precious time in prepara- 
tion, — not because such a gathering is a favorable oppor- 
tunity for the interchange of thought, the cultivation of 
friendship, or a taste for refined pleasures and broader 
views of life, but simply because it presents an arena for 
the display of wealth and style. 

One of June's fairest days smiled propitiously on the for- 
tune-favored parishioners of St. Mark's Church, who assem- 
bled on the Bosworth Park grounds to commemorate the 
twenty-fifth anniversary of Dr. Blossom's settlement by 
eating strawberries, making speeches, and presenting gifts 
to their pastor: a silver-wedding festivity it proved, for 
the gifts were of no baser metal than silver, and the con- 
gratulations flowed from silvery voices, and even the clouds 
that floated over the gay throng presented nothing darker 
than their silver linings. The rector of St. Mark's, while 
listening to the silver-tongued orators, and holding in his 
hand a purse generously filled with the precious ore, might 
almost have been forgiven if he failed to remember a class 
of laborers in the Lord's vineyard who were obliged to 
confess, " Silver and gold have I none." 

The exclusiveness of the clique in which Mrs. Howell 
found herself, the superior richness and fashion of her own 
attire, and the devotion of young Metcalf to Diantha, raised 
the doctor's wife for this one evening quite above the fluctu- 
ations of the stock-market. She was graciously disposed to 
all, but particularly communicative and confidential to Mrs. 
Metcalf, whom she favored with a history of her daughter 
Lou's Parisian pleasures and honors. She alluded in such 
an easy and accidental way to such circumstances as re- 
flected honor and distinction on the Howell family, that 
the very perfection of her artfulness was concealed be- 
neath a mask of guileless honesty. Diantha's spirit caught 
tie exbilarating brightneBS oi t\ie Sviii^ ^•a^'^* ^>aa twi^ 
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of the holiday, and the pleasure of seeing "the old Bosworth 
estate, added to the delights of intelligent conversation, 
gave to her delicate features unusual animation ; and pos- 
sibly Captain Ashmead's flowers, which served instead of 
a brooch to confine the lace at her throat, lent their grace, 
sweetness, and inspiration to her face. 

" Diantha seems in perfect harmony with the day," re- 
marked Mrs. Metcalf ; and as her pleased glance followed 
her young favorite, one could see the lady would throw no 
serious impediments in the way of her son's choice. 

" O, yes ! Di is always in tune. She has such excellent 
health and spirits, 'tis no wonder she takes pleasure in 
everything bright," answered Mrs. Howell. 

** Yet I believe she finds her purest happiness in places 
very far removed from this. I was surprised to see how 
ready and helpful she was at the Bonsecour the other day ; 
her cheerful words and smiles seemed to give the patients 
a new lease of life, and I am told she often assists Dr. 
Howell in the most difficult operations." 

" She's very courageous, and has strong nerves, and so 
much power in her hand and voice, that she sometimes 
assists her father in cases which require particularly deli- 
cate and tender treatment. Di is so sweet-tempered she 
can do anythmg her father requires of her ; but her tastes 
are all refined, lady-like, and domestic ; she doesn't belong 
to the strong-minded class, and can conform to her sur- 
roundings with as much ease and grace as any one. You 
must forgive a mother for complimenting her own daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Metcalf." Mrs. Howell's words were u'tered 
with as much show of tender emotion as if she were 3apa* 
ble of appreciating Diantha's pure and hercic life. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

THB SPRINGS. 

"No earth-bom will 
Could erer trace a faultless line; 
Onr truest steps are human still, 
To walk unswerying were dirine." 

O. W. Houns, 

The St. Mark's festival lost none of its silvery bright- 
Dtess in Mrs. Howell's descriptions of it to the doctor and 
to those of her friends who were not witnesses of its da«- 
zliug sheen ; but neither the brilliancy of the day nor her 
social triumphs were potent enough to shield her from the 
effects of fatigue, nervous excitement, and a heavy cold. 
Dr. Howell had been anxiously observant of his wife's 
physical condition for many days previous to the festival, 
and had urged her to abandon preparations for it, and avail 
herself of rest, quiet, and simple restoratives. She had 
met all his persuasions with the answer, — 

" I shall certainly be sick if I give up going to the pic- 
nic ; anticipations of that keep my thoughts from dwelling 
on disagreeable symptoms of illness, and from the loss of 
my dear Lou's society, and from constant worry about the 
assessment of my stocks. With such a large practice aa 
you'\ e had for nearly twenty years, we ought to be so 
wealthy that I should hare no anxiety about money 
matters.^ 
The doctor had so ofteiibeexii'a.NOT^^m^^^^^sQsL^ 
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the last observation that he permitted it to pass withoat 
comment. 

Mrs. Howell could say, with Victor Hugo, " Life is a 
dish that owes its charm to its sauce ; " and as nothing of 
exciting interest immediately succeeded the picnic pleas- 
ures, her strong will was obliged to succumb. 

For several weeks she was prostrate with a slow, nervous 
fever, which, though not particularly painful, kept her so 
iriitable and so difficult to please, that any common stock 
of patience must have been exhausted. But no matter 
how unreasonable the invalid's caprices were, the doctor's 
temper remained unruffled, and no word or sound escaped 
his lips that was not intended to soothe. And if the long 
June days sometimes found Diantha weary in body, her 
willing spirit was never dismayed. She was as buoyant 
and fresh as if her daily food were an extract of the 
month's fairest blossoms. Indeed, her soul was filled with 
deeper and purer fountains of sweetness than Nature's 
most devout worshipper could gather from June's rarest 
loveliness. 

Her patience and cheerfulness in the sick room often 
reminded her father of the passage, " Thou hast given a 
banner to them that fear Thee, that it may be displayed 
because of Ij^e truth ; " and Mrs. Howell, always slow to 
acknowledge excellence that did not flow through the 
veins of her own or the Goodenow family, or such con- 
ventional channels as society recognized, said, — 

**Di was bom for a nurse: she has remarkable tact in 
doing little things to beguile an invalid's thoughts, and 
break up the monotony of this dreary chamber. She 
knows just when to sing, and read, and talk, and has such 
strong nerves that she's never disturbed by ray sufferings. 
It's fortunate she didn't inherit my fte\iaV\!\\evi^«s»? ^V^\^ 
was an echo to the last re.aark in the do<i\»OT?% ^Qxx"^\sa»» 
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''What a tedious confinement I '^ she exclaimed one 
evening when her husband was sitting by her couch, and 
Diantha and Edna were entertaining Horace Metcalf in 
the parlor : the young man had found abundant excuses 
for calling, since the picnic, to inquire for the invalid, and 
to bring her such rare flowers from his mother's conserva- 
tory as were not found in the doctor's small garden, and 
the last new book and music for Diantha ; and Mrs. How- 
ell had instructed the servants always to admit Mr. Met- 
calf and had positively forbidden her daughter to excuse 
herself from seeing him, or riding'with him, no matter how 
imperatively she might be needed elsewhere. Edna could 
always take Diantha's place with the invalid when Mr. 
Metcalf was to be entertained, though at all other hours 
lihe was most unreasonable in keeping her constantly within 
sight and call. " Such a weary time ! " Mrs. Howell added, 
with a sigh ; " this is the last day of June, and I haven't 
been out since the picnic. It will be absolutely necessary 
for me to have a change of air before the close of another 
week ; I feel as if I were suffocating in this rooTn. How 
much longer do you mean to keep me here ?" 

" Not a day after you are strong enough to be removed, 
Mary ; and if you continue to improve as you have for the 
last week, I think you may safely journey byJ)oat to Carr- 
haven in eight or ten days." 

**And why to Carrhaven, I would like to ask? Tou 
know 'tis just the dreariest place under the sun. There^B 
nothing within reach of the eye but rocks, and waves, and 
sand, and a few ruinous old farm-houses, and one great, 
bleak-looking hotel." 

'' I mentioned Carrhaven because I think the sea air and 

bathing will be beneficial to you ; and the quiet seclusion 

of the place is one of its gTea\.<ist advantages in your pre»« 

eat state. Mr. Dinsmore toVd mft >je«\.«t^«:^ ^ ^ Wsa. 



THB SPBINQS. 207 

hoase in Carrhaven where he and his family are going to 
spend the next two months. He says I can secure a large, 
sunny room for you and Daisy in this house, which is so 
near the sea one can hear the waves break upon the beach ; 
and he says he will warrant you the best of country fare. 
I'm afi-aid you've never looked at Carrhaven with an artist's 
eye; 'it has a beautifully curved beach, and some really 
grand cliffs; and its old farms, and orchards, and pine 
groves, and sloping hills make it as lovely a bit of coast as 
can be found in New England." 

"You know I detest sea-bathing; and as for the air, 1 
get enough of damp, easterly sea-breezes in Hanthrop. 
Too much quiet mopes me to death ; aifd just think, for a 
moment, of my being cooped up in a farm-house with no 
society but Diantha and Mr. Dinsmore's family for two 
months I You might as well send me to the penitentiary 
as oblige me to listen to Mr. Dinsmore's stale talk out of 
the pulpit ; and his wife is as prim and puritanic as if she'd 
just stepped out of the ' May Flower.' I need bright, cheer- 
ful surroundings; and if you had allowed me to see more 
pleasant company for the last month, I might have been 
ready to start for Saratoga as soon as next Monday. The 
mineral waters always strengthen me, and give tone to my 
spirits ; and there's nothing so good for my delicate lungs 
as the odor of the pines and evergreens which abound at 
Saratoga. Dr. Levering has often told me the air of a 
pine-growing region was the best tonic in the world 
for me." 

When the doctor's professional opinions differed from 
hi« wife's, she strengthened her position by quotations 
from Dr. Levering, her first husband's medical adviser. 

" I should think favorably of the air and the mineral 
waters of Saratoga if you could enjoy them witbLO>\\.^'i\Xkci'^ 
drBWD into the whirlpool of fastlonaVA^ ^iOQA^VJ. T«n& 
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sickness of youra is the fruit of your winter gayeties ; your 
nervous system has been strained and oveitaxed so long 
that you will require at least two months of quiet, and 
Carrhaven affords the best facilities for recuperation. You 
will have the aromatic odor of the pines, and sea-bathmg 
will more than compensate for the loss of the mincnd 
waters. I propose to keep the horse and buggy theVe for 
your daily use ; and when 'tis warm and sunny, Daisy can 
drive you to the pine groves, and read to you while you 
sit and enjoy their fragrance ; and then I will manage my 
practice so as to spend at least two days of every week 
with you." 

" You don't understand me, Stephen," said his lady, in 
a tone intended to be particularly pathetic, while her eyes 
required the service of a dainty kerchief: the real dis- 
tresses of humanity had never so much power over the 
fountain of her tears as her own imaginary giiefs had. . 
*' I must have a change that will interest me, and tuni my 1 
thoughts into new channels, or I shall never get well. All 
my friends will be at Saratoga; and if I don't join them, 
as I promised to, they'll -think we can't afford the expensei 
especially when they hear I am mewed up in a farm-house 
at Carrhaven, with no society but a minister's family." 

" Your friends can be told the truth — that your husband 
thinks sea-bathing and quiet more necessary for you than 
mineral waters and fashion ; and then, if they choose to 
infer there are pecuniary objections to spending the summer 
in Saratoga, we need not be troubled about their infer- 
ent es ." 

" You and Di can act as independently as you choose; 

but I'm so sensitive, the slightest breath of harsh criticism 

just withers me. Fve told you what is necessary to my 

bealth and happiness ; and now^ if you withhold from me 

bU aids to recovery, 1 aliaW kao^ HAj^aX -^wa ^<i»x% iik 
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WTien you see the grass growing over my gnive, it may 
not be pleasant to remember your neglect of my wishes." 

Mrs. Howell sobbed behind her handkerchief for several 
minutes, while the doctor, in thoughtful silence, was trying 
to decide what was best for his wife in her present un- 
reasoning mood. To insist upon her going to Carrhaven, 
or to any other quiet place, when she had set her heart 
upon Saratoga, would keep her so disturbed and unhappy 
that she could reap no benefit from sea-bathing or country 
fare, and he hoped the medicinal virtues of the fashionable 
watering-place might counteract its dissipations. Neither 
her temper nor her health would be improved by thwart- 
ing her desires, and Dr. Howell was always ready to tax 
his purse and his energies to their utmost to provide his 
wife with those luxuries which she deemed essential, and 
to avoid her oft-repeated lamentations over the loss of any 
coveted pleasure. If there was a prophecy of yielding to 
her whims in his next words, it should not be charged to 
the doctor as a weakness, but rather as a generous choice 
between two evils, and a choice that involved much self- 
sacrifice on his part, not only of opinion, but of money 
which had been set apart for charitable purposes. 

"You are not able to superintend preparations for a 
stay of two months in Saratoga, Mary." 

The tone, rather than the words, brought Mrs. Howell's 
face from behind its shield, and with an animation which 
had been foreign to her for the last month, she ex- 
claimed, — 

"Thank fortune, I've little or nothing to do. I had 
several handsome dresses before Lou was married, and 
when I VI ent to New York to see her off, I was anticipating 
a summer trip, and bought every necessary article to com- 
plete my wardrobe, and Madame LaviUe \ia%^m^^^ tk^ 
dreBBBB IB h'^ most artistio style. I can \\e on \Xi^ %oi^^\A 

1A 
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Di caL bring everything to this room with Edna's help, 
and pack my trunks without the raising of my own hand. 
And then I can take the steamer to New York, and from 
there a Hudson River sail to Albany will be charming, and 
won't fatigue me half so much as the dreary monotony of 
tMs room does. You can leave your business long enough 
to escort me to Saratoga?" 

" I shall go with you and see you comfortably settled 
there, if you feel certain Saratoga is the best place 
for you." 

" I'm sure I shall never get well unless I can have the 
tonic of those Springs, and the air, and then the delightful 
people I shall meet will do me more good than all the rest. 
By the way, Stephen, you owe me a liberal indulgence of 
my wishes, because Fve yielded to you andDi, and allowed 
Edna Shreve to stay here six months." 

" I have hoped you would grow so fond of the child, 
Mary, that it would be as much for your pleasure as for 
mine to adopt her." 

" She's pretty, and graceful, and intelligent, and Fm 
willing to admit she's shown herself so capable since Fve 
been sick, that Fve sometimes thought, if Di should be 
married in the course of a year or two, Edna might be 
made useful in the family. She could read and write for 
us both, and help entertain company with her music ; she 
has really a sweet voice, if it were only cultivated." 

The doctor leaned forward and kissed his wife, in token 
of his grateful appreciation of the concessions she had 
made; and probably for a minute he forgot that selfish 
policy moulded every act of her life. 

" Don't take it for granted that I shall ever consent to 

your adopting Edna ; but I'll say this much to please yoa 

and Di: if the child makes berself useful^ and pats on no 

airs, I won^t object to Yier elayvix^ m^ik ^oa ^xcMt!^ ^ 
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antumn and winter ; and then, if Di should marr^ . t may be * '' 
\ for our convenience to keep Edna until Captain Ashmeilid ' 
^ can provide for her. She must go to his sister's to spend 
the summer.'* 

** What are your plans for Daisy ? " 

" I am not quite certain what will be best for Di. The 
dear girl really deserves some change and recreation ; but 
she would be sadly out of place amongst the friends I 
I shall join at Saratoga. It would be pleasant for me to 
introduce her there if she only had as much style as Lou ; 
but it would cost a mint of money to make her wardrobe 
presentable for any fashionable resort ; and then she would 
take no interest in the gayeties. I believe she's happiest 
when she is copying for you, or looking after the wants of 
poor people. If Mrs. Metcalf and her son were going to 
Saratoga, I'd make any sacrifice for the sake of taking her 
there with me. They are both very much interested in 
Di, and I think Horace's attentions look as if he means to 
make her his wife, though possibly he's only flirting with 
her to pique Lou, and to hide his own disappointment." 

"You sui*prise me, Mary, by intimating that Horace 
Metcalfs attentions are more than the common courtesies 
of friendship ; and it would shock me to think Louise could 
be piqued by the transfer of his attentions, or that Horace 
would have so little principle as to flirt. He's not the man 
I should choose for my Daisy, though I believe him to be 
honest and well-educated." 

** You are blind as a bat, doctor, to every interest out- 
wde of your profession. The common courtesies of friend- 
ship don't bring a young man to the house every day in 
the week with flowers, and books, and music, and invita- 
tions to ride, and don't cause him to look, while a girl it 
flinging or talking, as if he were m 1\\^ ^eiNcii!0cL\ift»:^^3i^ 
Pmjr tell me what you'd ask for Di mote^ \i<^\iox^a5^^ «gA 
eligible than a connection witb the M^fttc^M feAxS^l? 
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**I don't object to the family, nor to the yonng man, if 
heU" Daisy's choice, though I don't covet the honor of such 
an alliance for our daughter. But you are getting excited, 
Mary, and we'll drop this subject for to-night. Fll ar- 
range a summer trip for Daisy ; perhaps she would like to 
spend a month with the Dinsmores, at Carrhayen, and, if 
BO, I shall send Stephen there for his holidays." 

" That will be a delightful arrangement, and will relieve 
me of all anxiety about the dear children. Di and Stephen 
will enjoy the boating and bathing, the country fare and 
the society of the Dinsmores, better than anything el^ 
Fve no doubt I shall gain so rapidly, now there's such a 
load of care lifted from my mind, that I can travel to 
Saratoga in a week or ten days from this." 

And, foreooth, the lady's progress from a state of 
interesting convalescence to the resplendent glories of 
full dress and the parlors of Congress Hall was marvel- 
lously rapid. As soon as the doctor's consent to her pet 
plans was gained, she had an object in life ; and the excite- 
ment of overlooking her handsome wardrobe, and the care- 
ful disposition of it in immense trunks, were, to use her own 
felicitous mode of expression, " better than drugs for both 
mind and body, and similar in their effects to the overture 
of a charming opera." 

The sail to New York and up the Hudson was, to Mrs. 
Howell, only the bridge from the stale routine of home to 
the full fruition of her present aspirations ; and to weary 
herself by looking at the picturesque panorama of the 
river's shore would only unfit her for the grand perform- 
ance which awaited her journey's end. 

Arriving at Congress Hall, and finding only a small 

room, twelve by fourteen feet in size, in the rear of the 

buildingy could be obtained, the doctor ventured to sug* 

gest tbat board in a private \vo\x»e,N«\i«t^ >^^^^<^^^f!t2M 
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aromatic odors and medicinal waters »hoaId not be counter 
acted by the confusion and inconveniences of the hotel, 
would be vastly better for his lady; but no, she came 
to the Springs to partake of the waters and to inhale the 
breath of the pines in the conventional mode. Mrs. Ralph, 
the Mintwells, and Hapgoods were at Congress Hall, and 
only there could she recover that physical strength and 
elasticity of spirits which she was seeking for " the dear 
children's sake." 

And when the doctor protested against the stifled 
aspect of the room, its cheap furniture, suggestive odors, 
and exorbitant price, Mrs. Howell replied, with an heroic 
spirit of resignation, — 

^ One never expects to find home comforts in a summer 
hotel ; and as the ladies all spend their time in the parlor 
and on the piazza, it doesn't signify what kind of a room I 
occupy : you know I am always ready to make sacrifices." 

And when the doctor left his wife to the enjoyment of 
her sacrifices, she might l^ave said, — 

"Now is the winter of our (fscontenl 
Hade glorious summer." 



1 
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CHAPTER XXra. 

OONNBOTING LINKS. 



<* I pray thee, then, 
Write me m one who loves his fellow-men | 
The angel wrote, and yanished." 

« The blessing of him that was ready to pe*ish came npon me; and I flanted 
fhe widow's heart to sing for J07.** 



•* Daisy, have you seen Mrs. Atwood since I went 
away?'' the doctor asked, on the evening of his return 
from Saratoga. 

^ No ; and I've scarcely spok^ with her since mamma 
was taken ill, and I've not been to the prison for more 
than a month, Mrs. Jenks has been in so much trouble since 
the day you left that Fve given her nearly all my time. 
Her poor little cripple died in my arms yesterday, and the 
mother is so overcome with grief as to be almost insensi- 
ble to the wants of her family. Mr. Jenks is worse than 
usual, the baby is sick, and Bessie and Mary can only work 
under my direction." 

"I'm sorry this should occur in my absence; but we 
ought to rejoice that Susie is released from suffering. She 
would always have been a cripple and imbecile, had she 
lived. The poor mother's love has been given without 
stint tc this unfortunate child, and now her heart takes no 
connse. with reason in her soitow. Has there been no 
on^to help the family in tTais m«vaW\.^wKc»^iSl** 
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**Miss Wheeler has done all she could; but Mrs. Met- 
calf left town before this new trouble came upon the 
Jenkses. I've missed her advice and the contents of her 
purse.** 

" You've been having too much care and responsibility, 
Daisy, for the last six weeks, and I've seen no way to 
relieve you from it until now. I shall take Edna to 
Holly ville on Monday, and you and Stephen must go to 
Carrhaven in the evening boat." 

"I should be glad and grateful for the rest and change 
if I could keep Edna with me, and if you could leave your 
patients only half of each week, and enjoy the sea-shore 
with us." 

" Fll break away from work as often as possible ; and as 
Carrhaven is but four hours' sail from town, I shall spend 
ill my leisure there. 'Tis better for Edna to go into the 
country. She's had enough of the sea during the last 
year; and then I have other reasons for wishing her to 
spend the summer with Captain Ashmead's relatives. 
But to return to Mrs. Atwood. Have you heard there 
is a prospect of her going to San Francisco with the 
Pomeroys ? " . 

** Indeed, no I How can she go so far from Lewis ? " 

"Fve a long story to tell you, Daisy. You know how 
necessary Mrs. Atwood has become to the Pomeroy fam- 
ily, and how interested she is in them. Well, some time 
last May, Mr. Pomeroy told me he had a large business in 
San Francisco, and it would be decidedly for his interest 
to settle there, but his wife's invalid state made such a re- 
moval impossible, he thought; and as he would be obliged 
to spend the coming winter there, he was regretting the 
necessity for a separation from his family. I told him 
the sea voyage and the change of climate woUk^ b^ \i<iw^ 
§r4a} to his wife; and when I represei\t^9L \*o Vfc\ ^ ^^^sa 
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advantages of a residence in San Francisco, she wai quite 
willing to go, if Mrs. Atwood could be in<luced to accom- 
pany tbem, as companion for her and governess for the 
children ; but, of course, Mns. Atwood could not think of 
leaving Lewis, when she had come to Hanthrop purposely 
to be near him. Mr. Pomeroy has been a prison inspector 
for the last year, and had become interested in Lewis; 
and he proposed, if by any means we could secure the 
young man's pardon and release, to take him to San Fran- 
cisco, and keep him in his employ and in his family, until 
his strength and integrity had been tested. Then I went 
to the governor, and laid Lewis's case before him, and the 
prison chaplain, the warden, Mr. Pomeroy, and I have 
been working hard since May to secure a pardon for the 
poor boy. Only the day before I went to Saratoga, the 
governor gave me a conditional promise that Lewis should 
be pardoned when one year of his sentence had been served. 
That will be in November, and much depends on Lewis's 
behavior during these months of probation." 

" I'm sure he must do well with such a hope to cheer 
and prompt him. I've had great confidence in his repent* 
ance, and in his desire to redeem his character." 

" But Lewis knows nothing of what we'v< been doing 
for him, and is not to have the prospect of pardon held up 
as an incentive to good behavior. However, there seems 
such a genuine change in him, he is so quiet, studionSi 
and faithful in his work, that I have scarcely a fear for him. 
It will be well for you to encourage him with as much 
attention as you can. The last time I saw him, he told 
me, with many tears, that his mother's devotion to him, 
your kindness, and my care had given him confidence to 
think God had pardoned him." 

"The Master's rewards are very sweet and predoiUi 
even in tbia life, dear falixerj^ T>\axi^^ ^^ xdasosi^ the 
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doctor's hand to her lips, and then holding it against her 
flashed and tear-stained cheek in a way peculiar to her- 
self when reverence, gratitude, or any deep emotion over- 
came her. " Tell me how Mrs. Atwood bears the great 
hope." 

** She seems a new creature. I believe, if such a joy had 
come to her suddenly, it would have proved too much for 
her strength ; and her gratitude to us is beyond expression 
Of measure. She has no doubts or fears for Lewis, if he 
<^ can be removed where his crime and punishment are un- 
known. Ton must visit the prison before going to Carr- 
haven." 

" Yes. * Little Susie will be buried in the morning, and 
by two o'clock I can be released from my attendance 
there; and I'll take Edna with me, and leave her with 
Mrs. Atwood while I go to the prison." 

Diantha had more reasons for wishing to spend a few 
weeks in Carrhaven than she could have explained satis- 
. factorily to her father. 

First of all, she rejoiced to have Stephen where he would 
be chiefly dependent on her for society, and on rational 
and healthful out-of-door pursuits for amusement. His 
nature was so unsuspicious and pliant, he was so buoy* 
ant, and so fond of the sports of college life, that his wise 
and cautiouSv^ister feared he was losing the power to dis- 
criminate between wholesome recreation and those dis- 
sipations which are the highways to positive vice. Her 
fears for Stephen were somewhat shadowy and undefined, 
and desiring to keep her father's mind as clear from per- 
plexing thoughts as possible, she had not shared them 
with him, Mrs. Howell had been too much preoccupied 
with self to notice any change in the boisterous mirth of 
her son's weekly visits. 

And then, for once, Diantha waa %o ^oxvsA^st^^ ^*l\isst 
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own happiness as to be glad of an excuse for a short absence 
from Hanthrop. Since the St. Mark's festival, the atten- 
tions of Horace Metcalf had been tinged with a meaning 
which she could not fail to comprehend 5 and she intuitively 
felt th^t to avoid giving him the pain and humiliation of a 
refusal would require of her much tact and a gracious wis- 
dom born of Christian charity. To retain his friendship 
would be agreeable to her, and to refuse a direct offer of 
marriage from him, she knew, would not only involve her 
mother's severest displeasure, but the loss of her £r\^n§]^ ^ 
relations with Mi's. Metcalf. She dared not go to Wr 
fether for counsel in this emergency, though a rare inti- 
macy and harmony of feeling existed between llhem ; for 
she feared, in this strait between two evils, his influence / 
would be thrown on the side of one who could offer her an 
honorable name, an ample fortune, and a home in Han- 
throp. Not that she suspected her father's choice would be 
governed by worldly considerations ; but she knew he had 
a high regard for the moral excellences of Horace Met* . 
calfj and his great love for her would make him almost self- * 
ishly desirous of keeping her near him, and placing her 
in a position where her influence and her ability to help 
others would be broadened and deepened. She knew her 
fether was deeply interested in Captain Ashmead, but that 
gentleman's uncertain fortunes would weigh heavily against 
his virtues, even when the balances were held by £ mind 
as clear, generous, and unselfish in its judgments as was 
Dr. Howell's. Horace Metcalf was not more than five 
years Diantha's senior; polished and courtly in demeanor, 
well road in polite literature and history ; consistently true 
and pure, so far as the world could take cognizance of his 
acts ; strictly observant of the letter of the law ; yet he 
Jacked the " one thing needful " — a high-toned religiooi 
principle. 
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Captain Ashmead had little of that outward polish which 
often conceals the lack of intellectual strength, was not as . 
funiliar with general literature as his rival, and knew less 
of those topics which are the warp and woof of conversa- 
tion in polite society. He had, moreover, the misfoitune 
to limp upon a cork limb, was twelve years older than 
Diantha, 4i'ad no fortune and no settled vocation, and 
had never said in words she was the one woman whom he 
oould love, cherish, and honor; yet in the maiden's heart 

*' Love had nought to do 
With meetness or unmeetness.*' 

She recognized in him a master, and in his character that 
mfl^sl excellence, religious principle, and manly strength 
which are the fruits of victory over self — of temptations 
<^ and obstacles met and mastered. 

'\ Truly, Diantha's feet had crossed the brook and entered 
^, the strong, deep river ; but if its tide carried beyond her 
« grasp many coveted joys, and bore to her only withered 
leaves when she had looked for golden fruitage, yet she 
was one who would carry through life a spring-time fresh- 
ness and perfume, and her quiet heart would accept un« 
questioningly whatever discipline of trial, temptation, and 
disappointment God chastened it with. 

Before Diantha went to Carrhaven, Dr. Howell took 
Edna Shreve to Captain Ashmead's relatives in Holly ville ; 
and though he had but one day to spend with the occu- 
pants of the parsonage, he was more than satisfied, at its 
close, to leave his little ward in such charge. True refine- 
ment and intelligence without ostentation charactenzed the 
elderly Mrs. Ashmead and her daughter. The minister, 
Rev. William Osborne, was one of those scholarly, hard- 
working, self-denying men whose real worthy b^^"3k.\ia& <5i?. 
his modesty and reticence, would never \ie x^n?«x^<^^"^>^ 
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a large salary. He labored cheerfully in the Master's 
vineyard, not for that scanty pittance which afforded him- 
Belf and family only the plainest food and clothing, bat 
because he loved the truth, and was willing to Bacrifice all 
worldly considerations for it. Dr. Howell felt, while com- 
muning with the minister and his family, as if he were in 
an atmosphere far above the petty rivalries, frivolities, and 
dross of common life. He parted ifrom them richer for the 
wisdom which had dropped from the clergyman's lips, and 
happier for the glimpse of unpretending but contented 
home-life he had seen; in fine, so well pleased with the 
plain country home and the majestic scenery, as to promise . 
a visit from himself and Diantha before the Tading of 
Holly ville's summer glories. 

Edna Shreve, notwithstanding her shrinking timic&ty, 
was quite as much at home in the parsonage before the , 
clpse of her first week's stay, as she was in Dr. Howell's f-. 
family ; she learned to call Mrs. Osborne aunt Elinor, and.^ 
very quickly acquainted her new relative with all \\^ 
reasons for admiring Captain Ashmead and loving .' 
Howell. ^1 

She found Mrs. Osborne an attentive listene^u^^Tl^never 
Diantha's excellences were the themfr.'-*<JIfconver8ation, 
while the little Osbornes never -yj^e^ed of her stock of 
childish stories, and her reminiso^ences of the little girl who 
was buried under the cypress t/^ee in Smyrna. 

The minister introduced hej^ into the brown farm-houses 
which dotted the hills an^ meadows, aunt Elinor made 
her useful in the kitchen dr^^ with her needle, and Mrs. 
Ashmead taught her knittii^g and lace-work; and no won- 
der Edna thought, if all th© people in the worid were like 
those whom she had met ^^nce the wreck of the Stella, it 
would be pleasant to live. ^ ^ 

And while Edna Shreve is gainmg strength and buoy- 
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ancy from the pure country air, and the simple pleasures 
which her new friends provide for her ; while Diantha 
and Stephen are rowing, and riding, and walking to all 
points of interest in and around Carrhaven ; and the doc- 
tor unweiriedly crosses those thresholds where sickness and 
poverty have preceded him, — Mrs. Howell's cup is over- 
flowing with the delights of appearing in full dress every 
day, and her intellect and heart are becoming more shriv- 
elled and callous, with only such sustenance as she gathers 
from the particularly gay Saratoga season. For example, 
she asks of Mrs. Good enow, in a whisper, as the two ma- 
trons sit in a favorable position for watching the dancers,— 

^ Is that a real lace flounce on that buff glac6 silk ? " 

Mrs. Goodenow's eye-glass is called into service before 
replying. 

"Certainly; the Hartshorns of Baltimore never wear 
imitation laces. That flounce cost, at least, three hundred 
dollars ; and look at her pearls — they're fit for a princess I 
She's engaged to that gentleman in uniform, Major Bick- 
ford. He's terribly dissipated; but he has an elegant 
figure, and is in the best society." 

" Hortense is lovely in her blue grenadine, and she's the 
most graceful dancer on the floor. Who's her partner ? " 

"Theodore Mintwell. He's very devoted to her, and 
would be a good match ; but I don't want to see her en- 
gaged until after we've brought her out in Paris. American 
girls, if they are rich, handsome, and stylish, stand a good 
chance of marrying titles on the continent." 

" Hortense is stylish enough for any position. See what 
a horrible combination of colors on that pale brunette! 
a bright buff silk, with green trimmings and coral orna- 
ments ! " 

" Not quite so loud, Mary ; we may be ON«t\i^^^. ^w^^ 
a Spanish beiresSy fi-om Havana*, ani >3[ie7 ^a^ \3aet^^ ^^ 
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end to her dresses and jewels. She's a little fast, but very 
stylish and popular, and I'm half crazy for an introdno* 
tion." 

At this point Mrs. Hapgood came up, and a new turn 
was given to the flow of words — one could not say to the 
tliought nor to the conversation, for these articles were 
used as sparingly in Saratoga as if frequent use would 
diminish the stock. This lady's husband, the Hon. Carlofl 
Hapgood, had been sent to Congress by the citizens of New 
York, and had been so fortunate as to secure a government 
contract ; therefore there was no question about Mrs. Hap- 
good's pretensions to fashion, or her right to wear diamond- 
eyed beetles in her hair, a golden serpent with emerald 
eyes and tongue coiled around her delicate wrist, and dia- 
, monds and emeralds swinging in her ears, and flashing on 
her white hands. 

**Tou go to the races, of course, Mrs. Goodenow?" 
asked the owner of the jewels; and then, without waiting 
. for a reply, she continued : — 

" Pve bet on Donna Maria ; she's sure to win ; steps out 
as clean and spiritedly as if she knew how many ladies had 
staked their fans, and rings, and costly knickknacks on 
her good behavior. The General is a heavy-limbed beast, 
only fit for a cavalry charge, and the Duchess broke last 
ireek into a decided gallop, at least three times. I shall be 
vexed enough to pinch Donna Maria's pretty ears, if she 
don't win for me the emerald that sparkles on Major Bick- 
ford's left hand, and a box of Paris kids, from Barton 
Oliver, and Stewart's best point lace collar, from that jolly 
old Cuban, who bets at hap-hazard, without knowing any- 
thing more about horses than I know about Hebrew." 

The lady was so amused with the aptness of her allusion 
to the Oriental language, that Mrs. Goodenow found space 
to Bay, — 
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**I lost on the Duchess last week three stakes, and I've 
lo courage left for betting." 

" You are the last lady who should mind a few losses. 
Doesn't eveiybody know Ralph Goodenow is made of 
tnoney ? And there's such fun, such excitement, in betting 1 
rhe races are the real life at Saratoga this summer. Do 
you bet on Donna Maria, Mrs. Howell ? " 

" I haven't been strong enough to go to the races yet, 
and I won't make a venture till I've seen the horses trot. I 
shdl go on Wednesday." 

And with little variation the talk -veered from the races 

to the ladies' toilets, from the worth of jewels to the last 

bit of gossip; and cards, billiards, dancing, and dressing 

filled up the days and nights. This is not an exaggerated 

picture of that gilded life called fashionable, which tempts • 

men to speculate, embezzle, forge, and procure money at 

all hazaris, for the sake of revolving within the ohanned 

circle. 

'* Can 8Qch things be, 
And overcome ns like a summer's cloudy 
Without our special wonder?" 



1 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

OABBHAYBH. 



'* She Is most fldr, and therennta 
Her life doth rightly harmonize; 
Feeling'or thought that was not true 
Ne'er made less beautiful the blue, 
Unclouded heaven of her eyes." 

LOWBLU 



A hidsummbb's sun shone npon Carrhaven ; the sal 
.:reath of the day seemed laden with narcotic power; 
cattle stood knee-deep in brooks, or lay in the shadows 
the maples. Only the shiver of aspen leaves whispered 
life and motion in the vegetable world, while the el 
and hum of insect life fell harshly on the universal hu 
Even the restless waves of the Sound seemed Strang 
benumbed as they broke in lazy ripples on the hot sai 
of the beach. 

" Come, Di ; get your hat and Tennyson's Poems, a 
we'll be off in the Mermaid. This heat is intolerable, a 
I dare say there's a stiff breeze not a mile from shore ; W( 
drift out with the tide ; and while I use the oars, you sh 
read the Princess." 

The brother and sister were sitting under a thick-leav 
tree, whose branches swept against the brown farm-hoi 
where they were domiciled, and Diantha had just clos 
the book from which she had been reading aloud. 

"O, Stephen, you are not serious! This is Sunday." 
* Of course it is, or 1 8\iou\4iJL\.\iw^\^&\*^\v^^\<ci^wttlo 
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geimon; but as I haye conquered my prejudices, so must 
you. There's a passage floating in my memory something 
like this: *It is lawful to do well on the Sabbath day.* 
Your religion don't forbid acts of mercy on this day, and 
you may consider me a sheep fallen into the pit. I'm cer- 
tainly in the Slough of Despond, and your reading of the 
Princess may help me out." 

" Please never misapply passages from the Bible, dear 
brother, to strengthen you in what your conscience tells 
you is wrong. I can't go out boating, and I can't read the 
Princess, to-day; but I'll go with you to a shady nook, 
where we can get the fresh breeze from the sea, and FU 
read such selections from Whittier, and Mrs. Browning, 
and Peter Bayne's Essays, as will interest and profit you, 
too." 

" And what if I don't want to be interested and profited, 
but simply amused, while the dog-star rules? If you can't 
break away from your puritanic platform just for this once, 
I know of some one who'll be glad enough to share the 
Mermaid with me, and read Tennyson's Princess, too." 

" You wouldn't have spoken so disrespectfully of consci- 
entious scruples two years ago." 

" May be not ; but of what use is a college course if it 
don't lift a fellow out of the stereotyped and narrow chan- 
nels of thought, and clear his vision from the cobwebs of 
early prejudice? The fact is, Di, you don't think enough 
for yourself. You are so trustful, and obedient, and pious, 
you just accept father's faith without investigation, forget- 
ting that the world has made progress in religion as well as 
in science during the last twenty-five years." 

" I want no more recent revelations of truth than have 
been our dear father's beacon. There can be given us no 
higher, purer, or safer pnnciples than tho^^ \,^\3i^\» Vj ^n«. 
Bsmour, sad we are expressly forbidden to ^^^ ^»^ ^"^ ^*^ 

15 
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take away from the book upon which God's holy, seal has 
been set." 

" O, the book is well enough, Di, and, Fve no doubt, con- 
ttins the best moral code that has ever been given the 
world ; but new light has been thrown upon old truths, 
and altogether a more liberal interpretation of the Chris- 
tian law prevails. I didn't intend to throw contempt upoH 
my father's faith. I believe if there's an honest man liv- 
ing, 'tis Dr. Howell. So don't look so solemn, Di. I mean 
to keep my eyes open, and have intelligent, well-grounded 
beliefs. When I get what you call religion, it must have 
the sanction of my intellect." 

" God grant it may purify and sanctify not only your in- 
tellect, but your heart." 

" That was piously said — one of Diana's keenest shota 
And now, as the goddess* won't condescend to share the 
pastimes of mortals, I'll go over to the hotel, and ask Hor- 
ace Metcalf to lend the music of his voice to the dipping 
of my oars." 

"Do you mean to say Horace Metcalf is in Carrhaven?" 

" Just that. I saw him in excellent condition last even- 
ing, dutifully assisting his mother to carry her parasol and 
satchel from the pier to the hotel, and I had the honor of 
extending to them the right hand of fellowship, and wel- 
coming them to this rock-bound coast and dog-day son. 
They inquired for Diana, and sent her their worshipfol 
salutations. Will the presence of a gallant young knight 
in the Mermaid tempt you to drift out upon the summer 
sea? " 

"i^ow that you are registered for your junior year, Ste- 
phen, do^ throw away your sophomoric superfluities and 
quotations. Affectation in men. vjBeemET more puerile than 
in women, Tou know Horace l||>tcalf's presence in ilia 
Mermaid will not alter my Aedsioiv* ^V"aX»\$twaa^tilM« 
to Carrbaven ? " 
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"Seeing him alight from the deck of the Cohasset, I 
logically inferre J she had the honor of bringing him, backed, 
doubtless, by his mother's watchful provision for his health, 
I wonder if there isn't a golden mean somewhere be- 
tween Mrs. Metcalf 's devotion to her son and our mother's 
devotion to dress. Now, Horace would be wonderfully 
improved and strengthened, in nay opinion, if left for a 
time to govern himself, while a little judicious pruning from 
a mother's hand might be useful to me." 

"You're in the strangest mood, Stephen; don't think 
nor speak disrespectfully of mamma. And now let me 
persuade you not to go out in the Mermaid to-day. I've 
been out boating with you every day since we came to Carr- 
haven ; not because I like the water, — for I'm always timid 
in a sail-boat, — but because I hoped my reading and talk- 
ing helped make your holidays agreeable. Now, if I share 
your spoits six days in the week, won't you help me spend 
the seventh in such a way that we shall have no regrets 
nor misgi vingj ? " 

" We've only been here five days ; therefore this is the 
sixth. I will make no promises for to-morrow, but let that 
take care for itself. Good by, my little Puritan." 

Diantha carried a troubled heart up to her chamber, 
which overlooked the waters of the Sound, fruit-laden or- 
chards, fields of ripening grain, and green hills, against 
whose sides old farm-houses nestled with an air of com- 
fortable repose, as if sure of Nature's sustenance and pro- 
tection ; and while she gazed upon the summer's beauty 
and promise, the soft hush of the country Sabbath fell upon 
her spirit, and she sang, "Trust in the Lord ; wait patiently 
for Him." The last note of the anthem had scarcely floated 
from her tongue "when Mrs. Metcalfs arm was thrown' 
around her, and her fal^was drawn "wYiete S\» <5.wJA \^^a<s«^ 
that Jadys aareas. 



* 228 DB. howell's family. 

"Your good hostess told me you were in the front cham- 
ber, and your voice guided me. I shall make no excuses 
for this Sabbath visit, because I have come to ask you to 
go into Nature's grand cathedral, and woi*ship with me, 
Horace and Stephen have gone out in the boat. Haven't 
you found some place where we can read, and talk, and 
€injoy the sea-air unobserved ? " 

**I know of one charming little nook where we can be 
sheltered from the sun, and get the breeze from the water. 
I wanted Stephen to go there to-day, but he's wedded to 
his boat." Diantha took up her hat and books, and pre- 
pared to show Mrs, Metcalf the sheltered nook. "Do you 
mind a long walk ? " she asked ; and her friend noticed the 
slight tremor of troubled thought that clung to her voice. 

" I'm a good walker, but I don't crave a long exposure 
to this merciless sun. Stop a minute, Daisy. I may use 
your father's pet name for you, may I not?" 

" If it pleases you, certainly," Diantha answered, with 
heightened color. 

" You are vexed about something ; is it because Horace 
and Stephen have consulted their own pleasure instead of 
ours ? " 

"I've been so sorry for Stephen to sfiend his Sabbath in 
such a way as would displease father ; " and in the clear 
eyes upraised to Mrs. Metcalf's there could be read no 
other annoyance. 

" Then forget it, my dear, and remember, when there's 
no church service in a place like this, young men must 
have some way to kill time ; and boating is a quiet, harm- 
less amusement. You haven't asked why we altered our 
plans, and came to Carrhaven," Mrs. Metcalf added, as they 
took the worn footpath through the orchard, leading to 
some high rocks nearly a half mile from the farm-house. 
^'I was i^ure you would teW m^ \i ^oxx ^\^^ \ia tfl 

\ 
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** Ton haven't as much curiosity as our sex are credited 
with, and I like your quiet trustfulness. Most girls now- 
adays seem so restless, so wanting in self-reliance and in 
mental resources for enjoyment, so eager for novelties and 
excitements, that I sometimes think they mistake the glit- 
ter and rustle of life's husks for the golden kernel. 'Tis 
refreshing to meet a girl who seems unconscious of her 
own claims, who lives for some purpose, and who doesn't 
appear to regard the world as created expressly for her 
own gratification. But now for my changed plans. We 
went to the mountains, expecting to meet some friends 
from the South; but disappointment met us instead at 
every stopping-place. The season has been so dry that 
where cascades and brooks fell and rippled last year, now 
only a tiny thread of water tells of former abundance and 
beauty, and in many places the beds of streams were dry. 
Parched and brown hill-sides, clouds of dust, and hosts of 
caterpillars, hotels crowded with a throng of restless, vul- 
gar, purse-proud guests, robbed the mountain scenery of 
its glory, and made us thirsty for the sea. And hearing 
you were at Carrhaven, and wishing to become acquainted 
w^ith this pictures^pie coast, we have dropped anchor here 
for a few days. Aie we welcome ? " ' 

At this moment a turn in the orchard path brought 
them in full view of the Sound, and pointing to its glitter- 
ing waves, Diantha asked, — 

"Isn't there a welcome for all who seek refreshment 
and peace ? But look ; do you see that one solitary white 
speck ? That is the sail of Stephen's Mermaid ; and if you 
were not always a congenial friend to me, I should wel- 
come you for the society you have brought my brother. 
I don't understand his present restless mood. It fills me 
with anxiety." 

Mm Metcalf was not quite Bat\afife9L VvSa. 1^\^\v^^' 
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answer ; an(! yet it was impossible to feel displeased with 
the calm face and pure eyes lookiug wistfully towards the 
solitary sail. ^^ If she lacks enthusiasm," thought the elder 
lady, as they walked in silence along the narrow, rocky 
path, ^ compensation is made in the purity, delicacy, and 
tenderness of her nature, and in her constant thought for 
others." 

^ This is the place," said Diantha, pointing to a rustic 
seat, overhung with shelving rocks, and protected from 
the sun by the friendly shade of clematis vines, elder 
bushes, and a wild cherry tree which found sustenance in 
the scanty soil upon the rocks, several feet above high 
tide. Only the sea was visible from this covert. 

" How lovely and deliciously cool ! What a place for 
day-dreams and the reading of poetry ! " exclaimed Mrs. 
Metcalf ; and after a few minutes of silent enjoyment she 
asked, " Have you anything to read which will be in har- 
mony with the spirit of the day ? " 

^ I had selected an article on ^ Howard and the Rise of 
Philanthropy ' to read before I knew you were to share 
my pleasures to-day. If we don't find it in harmony with 
our mood, we'll try something else." 

There was no lack of enthusiastic interest in Diantha's 
voice and face as «he read ; none in her words when some 
sentiment of the author roused her to discuss his merits. 

"Please read that last sentence again, Daisy," asked 
Mrs. Metcalf; and with a delicately fitful color in her face 
Diantha read, — 

" Love has a thousand modes and forms, all of which 
may be consistent with reality and truth. It may come 
like the burst of morning light, kindling the whole soul 
into new life and radiance. It may grow inaudibly and 
unknown, until its roots are found to be through aad 
through the heart, entwined w\tti\\;& ^N^rj ^\^? 



\ 
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**I doub. if love can grow so silently as to become a 
irt of one's nature before its voice is heard and recog- 
zed," said Mrs. Metcalf. " It certainly came to me like 
sudden burst of light — not only my great human love, 
it the Christian's faith, hope, and charity were sudden 
velations to me. Do you accept the author's statement, 
aisy ? " 

" Mamma says a girl of twenty should know nothing 
)out love," Daisy answered, with an evasive smile and 
ush; and then, after a minute«of eloquent silence, she 
Ided, "I think it would not be in harmony with my 
iture for love to transfigure it suddenly. My Christian 
ith was a silent growth, and not until two years after I 
id learned to pray that my heart might be purified for 
le indwelling of Christ's spirit did I dare hope that His 
oneraent extended to me ; " and unwilling that her inte- 
or life should be drawn out even by her congenial friend, 
iantha resumed the reading of the essay. 
Its deep interest for both ladies, and their frequent 
mses for comment, made them unmindful of the lapsing 
)urs ; and in their sheltered nook they could not see a 
irk cloud with a white, broken, and ominous crest slowly 
eeping up from the western horizon. The sunlight still 
ithed the shimmering sea, when a loud peal of thunder, 
llowed by a rushing cuiTent of wind, brought the read- 
g to a sudden close ; and both ladies ran firom their covert 
) the rocky path, until a wide stretch of sea and sky 
►uld be seen. They had scarcely time to scan the heav- 
18, and read the alarm in each other's face, when a more 
rrific peal burst upon them, and the gathering blackness 
* the clouds proclaimed the fast approaching storm. 
"We must run to the farm-house!" exclaimed Mrs. 
ietcalf. 
**Yes; hut the boat I It cannot ^\^ «iv\iwa va. «5i<S«\ 
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a wind;" and Diantha, with blanched cheeks, turned 
towards the sea. 

" It may be they saw the coming storm, and made for 
the harbor. We can't aid them by remaining here, and if 
we run to the hotel or farm, and do not find them, we can 
send strong men and boats to their assistance. 'Tis the 
only thing we can do." 

" We can pray," said Diantha ; and the maiden's clasped 
hands, trembling lips, and upraised eyes told of her ago- 
nizing fears, as well as her knowledge of our very Present 
Help. 

Not half the distance from the rocky coast to the farm- 
house had been traversed by feet that scarcely touched 
the rugged path, so rapid was their flight, when the stoim, 
in its wrath, broke upon them. Their summer wraps and 
cambric dresses w^ere but a flimsy shield against the blind- 
ing sheets of mingled hail and rain. Slipping and stum- 
bling upon the wet stones, rudely brushed by the swaying 
branches of the trees, often obliged to kneel upon the 
drenched earth with arms clasped around each other to 
recover suflScient breath to grapple with the stoi-m, they 
at last stumbled, half-fainting, into the welcome shelter of 
the farm-house porch. 

"Have they come? Is my brother here?" Diantha 
called, regardless of the exclamations of the farmer and 
his wife upon their torn and dripping clothes and pallid 
faces. 

" We thought he was with you, and reckoned you had 
both found shelter in some neighbor's house;" answered 
the farmer. 

" He went out in the boat with this lady's son. Run to 
the hotel, please, and see if they are there," 

No ; the Mermaid had been seen drifting out upon the 
becalmed sea j but no glimpae oi i^Vwiuvci^ %aal \i«d been • 
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caught, and the farmer affirmed that to go in search of the 
boat while the thunder storm raged would be only at the 
cost of his life, without hope of saving others. 

" Don't be 'Worried about the boat," said the farmer. 
^ She is a light crafl, and there are a dozen places within 
as many miles where she can be run in to the shore. The 
young men would, of course, see the first signs of the 
storm, and make for a landing. Til bet almost any sum 
they'll turn up safe and sound within an hour after the 
storm passes over. The Lord have mercy on us 1 If that 
clap didn't strike within fifty rods of this house, my name 
isn't Abner PeiTy.'* 

All eyes were instinctively turned towards the windows ; 
and lo I fallen athwart the orchard path lay the ruins of 
of an old cherry tree, rent from root to branch by the de- 
stroying angel of the storm. 

There was nothing for the anxious mother and sister 
but to wait and watch the heavy clouds, the quivering 
bongues of flame, and the angry waves that tossed and 
glistened in the lurid light — nothing but to wait, watchi 
aad pray! 



J 
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CaBEAPTER XXV. 

STBPHBir. 

** So should we live that every hour 
Hay die as dies the natural flower— 
A Belf-reviving things of power } 

*« That every thought and every deed 
Hay hold within itself the seed 
Of future good and fhture need." 

HiLNES. 

Thb hours seemed long while the anxious mother and 
sister were waiting in suspense, racked with forebodings 
which each strove to conceal from the other. But at last 
the forked flames grew fainter, the crashing peals softened 
into distant mutterings, and then " God's autograph" — His 
glorious bow of promise — spanned the heavy clouds. The 
gleams of sunshine and the rainbow would have brought 
joy and gladness to Mrs. Metcalf and Diantha, could they 
hav« known that in a fisherman's cottage, some six miles 
distant, Horace and Stephen were watching the dying 
tempest. They had, as the farmer supposed, seen the ap- 
proach of the storm, and were, fortunately, so ne^ a cove, 
into which Stephen had run his boat the day before, that 
they made a landing without much difficulty. But, spring- 
ing with characteristic fearlessness from his boat to the 
shore, Stephen's foot slipped on the wet rocks, and a 
sprained ankle was the result of his impetuous haste. With 
the aid of his friend he reached a shelter, and waited in 
pnin, and almost unbrokeii aWewe^, \m\}^ \3cn$i ^tAntv had 
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passed, and Horace Metcalf had procured a horse and 
wagon to convey him to the farm-house. 

The pain and swelling of his limb had increased so 
rapidly that the fanner's strong arras were needed to lift 
him from the wagon, and to cairy him over the threshold 
he had crossed in such proud, defiant strength a few houi-s 
before. 

*' Thank God, they are safe ! " Mrs. Metcalf exclaimed, 
with an overflow of tears, which her woman's patience and 
will had restrained while watching in anxiety and uncer- 
tainty. 

^ Of course we're safe. The rowing matches and gym- 
nastic training of college boys would be of little use to 
us if we couldn't make o]ir muscles serve in time of need. 
We sjiw the ominous clouds, hauled in our canvas, took to - 
our oars, and landed in a snug little cove, while the sea 
and land were shuddering under the first peal of thunder," 
answered Horace Metcal f, 

" I told you so," the farmer cried, exultingly, as he de- 
posited his burden on a couch ; "^ but what has happened 
to my lodger ? " he asked. 

'^I think the lightning must have dazed him, for he 
missed his footing, and twisted his ankle." 

" Only retributive justice ; the penalty of Sabbath-break- 
ing, Di, but not serious enough to steal the color from your 
face," Stephen said, in answer to the questions in Diantha's 
eyes. 

The farmer and his wife and Mrs. Metcalf eagerly 
questioned the young men, who were both talking at once, 
making light of the accident, and laughing at the anxiety 
they had occasioned, while Diantha was removing the ban- 
dages with which the ^sherraan'a wVfe\ia4\iovm^^\<ssJws^% 
swollen limb, 
Tou see Diana knows how to aervexxTLfeT^NVTv^V^^K^'^^- 
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tals. The accident has a purpose : she'd hardly feel at ease 
in Carrhaven without a broken limb to expend her sympa- 
thies on." Stephen's raillery was hardly checked by pain, 
which caused him to wince and groan, even, while protest- 
ing it was such a novel sensation, he was glad of the ez« 
citement. 

" If father were only here ! " Diantha sighed, while bath- 
ing the inflamed ankle. 

" His face would be a cordial just now ; but I shall do 
well enough with your care, Daisy : it's only a sprain, an 
awkward, uncomfortable, thing, that will keep me on the 
sofa for a few days, and give you an excellent exc^se for 
reading aloud all those precious sermons and essays that 
your trunk is filled with. Buj;, Metcal^ I reckon the 4 
castles we built this morning have floated off on the wings 
of the storm." 

" You'll take no longer excursions than to the shady 
piazza of this farm-house for the next ten days, Fll war- 
rant," Metcalf replied ; and then, turning to Diantha, he con- 
tinued : " We had planned some long walks for the pur- 
pose of making botanical and geological researches ; bat 
we must content ourselves with this glorious sea-view, and 
such pleasures as we can gather from reading and conver- 
sation for the present ; " and as the young man watched 
the ready service of Diantha's small hands, and the tender 
anxiety that alternately paled and flushed her face, he 
was quite reconciled to the accident which would give him 
an excuse for sharing* her ministrations, and would gladly 
have been the sufferer for the sake of receiving such atten- 
tions as were bestowed on Stephen. 

" Miss Howell, you must command my services at aD 
hours; helping take care of your brother will be bahn 
to my conscience, and the only recompense I can offer fof | 
J»K participation in his 8aL\>\>a\^i-\>T^?i^5^xv^. Xwi 'SR^llnot 
look upon it as a very Berioxxa oSsiiCi^'t'** 
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^I dare not sit in jadgraent on the acts of others; the 
vrater certainly offered a great ^temptation to escape from 
the oppressive heat of this raormng." 

" Thank you for the admission ; Stephen and I will sub- 
mit cheerfully to any penance you may impose, if we may 
receive absolution from you.** 

" Make no promises for me, Metcalf ; it will be penance 
enough to endure the pain ; and I don't promise to be 
cheerful or patient. Daisy will need as much skill and ^s 
many resources as the goddess whose name she bears, to 
make confinement to this conch even tolerable to me. 
And, by the way, if you haven't an amusing novel or a 
chess-board along with you, I wish you'd send an order for 
them in the morning's mail." 

" I shall write for father to come by the boat to-mor- 
row, Stephen, and FU ask him to bring whatever may be 
needed." 

. " Pooh I he'll think of nothing but bandages and lini- 
ments, splinters and medical treatises as dry as Greek 
roots. I tell you I must be amused ; and I shall be as 
Bxacting and unreasonable as if the accident had occurred 
on a week-day, and I had got maimed while performing an 
ict of mercy for some of your miserable waifs." 

And in good sooth he was no false prophet — history, 
assays, poetry, novels, chess, and backgammon had almost 
lost their power of amusing before he was able to walk 
with the aid of a cmtch. 

Dr. Howell came to Carrhaven as soon as he received 
Diantha's summons. He found Stephen's ankle severely 
jprained, and the limb so inflamed and swollen, that rest 
md careful treatment would be necessary for many weeks, 
Ee wisely withheld all comment on the act which had 
!)een the immediate cause of the accident^ and \»\^^\fc^ V\^ 
WD With more .endemess than if Yie Yiad^^sR^l^ ^^^^^ 
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deference to his wishes and the strength to conqnel 
temptation. ^^ 

For Stephen's sake he d|imt particularly regret the ac- 
cident, as he hoped the discipline of pain might have a 
beneficial influence on his character; but for the burden of 
care it brought to Diantha he sorely grieved. 

** Stephen will not need the daily attendance of a physi- 
cian, Daisy," Dr. Howell said, after explaining the nature 
of his son's injury, and teaching Diant^ how to treat the 
ankle ; " but it would be a great relief and comfort to me 
if I could see you both each day, and as I cannot, in 
justice to my patients, I must bury the wish, and content 
myself with coming to Cairhaven twice a week. I don't 
know how to relieve you from care and fatigue, and it 
seems very hard when I sent you here for rest and recrea- 
tion. It would not be prudent to remove Stephen to the 
city in his present state, even if our house were open and 
your mother and the servants at home; and besides, I 
think his recovery will be more rapid here, and the 
bracing air will help you endure the fatigue of nursing 
him." 

" Fm sure 'tis best for us to remain here, though at first 
I was sorry not to be at home, because I thought your 
anxiety would be greater if we were away from you. 
Please don't worry about us, father; you have given me 
the courage and confidence to believe I can take care of 
Stephen, and I shall have plenty of help. Mrs. Metcalf 
and her son are very attentive, and while they are amusing 
my patient I shall have time for exercise and rest." 

" I bless God for such a courageous and helpful child, 

Daisy;" and the tears in Dr. Howell's eyes, and the kiss 

he left, upon his daughter's lips, betrayed no lack of 

manViness. 

Mrs. Jlowell wrote paUeTn \^\Xet^ «iLYc^a»5V'^ %toto 
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tion of Diantha's strong nerves and ab lity to nurse her 
brother, mingled with regret^liabt she, " the mother, whose 
natural prerogative it was tioKnuj^ter to her children, was 
so delicate and sensitive, that even thinking of her poor 
boy^s sprained ankle caused palpitation of the heart, ner- 
vous prostration, and other alaiming symptoms, which 
could orfy be alleviated by copious draughts of the mineral 
waters." 

Edna Shreve's lexers contained many crumbs of com- 
fort, besides her tenderly expressed love. Edna had seen 
Captain Ashmead; he had made a successful voyage to 
Cuba and back to New Ydrk, and while in port, waiting 
for a cargo, had found time to visit his relatives. He had 
brought a wonderful work-box to Edna, and a small pack- 
age for Diantha, and presents for his mother and sister, 
and after a two days' visit had sailed again for Cuba. 

Diantha's patience and courage were severely tested 
before the waning of the summer, and she needed all 
the sweet hope contained in Edna's guileless letters, all 
the aid and strength brought by her father's visits, Mrs. 
Metcalf's constant friendship, and Horace's devotion to 
the invalid. 

Stephen was full of whims and caprices; sometimes 
jubilant for hours, and .again irritable and despondent ; 
sometimes so reverent and attentive while Diantha was 
singing and reading, that her heart was filled with happy 
confidence, only to be exchanged for trembling fear, when, 
a few hours later, Stephen would scoff at what she most 
revered, and treat as lightly and contemptuously the sacred 
truths of revelation as if they were the devices and imagin- 
ings of heathen philosophers. He had been a voracious 
reader during the two years of his college course; with the 
intent of knowing what to believe, he had qx^\3kcdl^^ \ssa^ 
brazo with each plausible sophistry a& \.\i^ m\a«aSv^^'^^^^'^ 
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school of writers use to becloud and daze their owt and 
their readers' intellects. 

A pure, warm, life-gitJlBg faith — the soul's steadfast 
anchor — was lost in the cold bank of fog in which 
Stephen was wandering, and which served only to conceal 
the lack of thought arid vitality in his favorite writers. 
He had not learned that misty, impalpable assertions, and 
a dogmatic stringing together of meaningless phrases, 
were often accepted as philosophical reasoning by those 
who were not honest enough to confess their inability to 
comprehend. 

Dr. Howell was not ignorant of Stephen's unrest — his 
clouded vision, and his hungry craving for something 
which could not be found in speculative generalities; 
and in a quiet way he had endeavored to. meet his doubte, 
and give him wholesome food for thought. But he knew 
little of Diantha's forbearance, and her wise treatment of 
Stephen's foibles, until one day, coming unexpectedly to 
Carrhaven, and hearing the voices of his children on thb 
piazza, he paused in the thick shade of vines and shrubs to 
listen. It required but a few phrases of the earnest con- 
versation to show the doctor, that Diantha was bravely 
meeting Stephen's cavils, sowing seeds from which a har- 
vest of high-souled deeds might spring ; but the weariness 
in his daughter's voice caused him to mature a project sud- 
denly, which he had been weighing for several days. 

He came forward with his usual warm greeting. " Hard 
at work on stubborn soil, Daisy, I infer from the little I 
have overheard. You must remember, for your encourage- 
ment, that when ground requires deep ploughing, it makes 
a generous return for the labor expende.l." 

Diantha laid her face against her father's shoulder to 

conceal her emotion and her weariness, and Stephen, 

roused at once to buo'yaivcy «civ^ ^c^oft^ V^wasst \5(^ his 
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father's unexpected coming, seized his crutch and parad- 
ed up and down the piazza, to show off his returning 
strength, 

" Not too fast, nor too far, my boy ; sit down and listen 
to a plan of mine, which I think will be of service to you 
in many ways. Tou have heard me say before that a 
sprained ankle requires much time and rest for healing ; 
now, as you will not be able to return to college during 
the fall term, how would you like a sea voyage ? " 

" Nothing would suit me better, if I could choose my 
companions, and visit such ports as I'd like to see." 

'*You mustn't crave impossibilities, and you must re- 
member that in planning a sea voyage for you, I'm not 
thinking so much of your pleasure as your benefit. I have 
learned from the owners of the Aurora that Captain Ash- 
mead will probably sail for the Mediterranean by the mid- 
dle of September, His ship was spoken off Cape Hatteras 
several days ago, and doubtless she's now in New York 
harbor. The Aurora is a large merchantman, and Mr, 
Prime writes me that she usually carries three or four 
passengers ; and on this trip she'll touch at several ports in ^ 
Southern Europe,, and return by way of Liverpool. Cap- 
tain Ashmead is a thorough gentleman, and his conversa- 
tion is always refreshing. I couldn't ask for a better com- 
panion for you." 

Diantha's head still rested on her father's shoulder, so 
that the grateful gladness of her face was hidden, and 
Stephen, after a rare silence of perhaps two minutes, was 
the first to speak. 

"The plan looks as promising as Ralph Goodenow's 
maps and charts. I'd like to see the ports of the Mediter- 
ranean, and I think Ashmead would be a jolly companion 
on a long voyage. If Metcalf could b^ ipet^vx^'^"^^ Vi ^«5» 
alon^, J should want no better fun. Ilo^eN«t^\ wa.^cfe'a^^ 

16 
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for the Aurora, or for aaytbing you advise^ that will bring 
' (diange and»^fxoitemeiiWV 

"If I didh^ hope^lW voyage would assist you to a self- 
reliance, trust; and peace, which would make change and 
excitement unnecessary, I wouldn't favor it for a moment. 
Can you. pack your trunk, and go home with me to- 
morrow, Daisy?" 

" With the greatest pleasure ; I long to take up home 
duties again." 

"What will the Metcalfs say to your sudden flight, 
Diana? If you'll sail in the Aurora With your trouble- 
some patient, Horace and his excellent mamma will find 
abundant excuses for a change of climate and sea voyage, 
and then I shall have no lack of agreeable society." 

'* Daisy is needed at home. Your mother expects to 
return next week, and I have two essays waiting to be 
copied, besides a host of little things which only her hands 
can do for me. You mustn't expect to monopolize yonr 
sister," Dr. Howell replied, as seriously as if he supposed 
Diantha might be tempted to sail with her brother. 

And thus the little party in CaiThaven, whose acquaint- 
ance and friendship had grown and ripened by reason of 
Stephen's accident, went their different ways. Diantha 
returned to the home which borrowed brightness from her 
cheerful spirit, Stephen sailed in the Aurora, and MrSi 
Metcalf and her son went to the Catskill Mountains for 
the month of September. 
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CHAPTER 

GOING ABBOAD. 

** The sea of Fortune doth not ever flow; 
She draws her fhvors to the lowest ebh: 
Her tides have eqpal times to oome and go ; 
Her loom doth weave the fine and coarsest web." 

SOUTHWBLLt 

**Maby, I have news from your investments.** Dr. 
Howell spoke with a seriousness that rou^d the eager 
attention of his handsomely dressed lady. It seemed 
almost a pity to disturb the complacent smile which 
rested on her face, and which had appeared indigenous 
to her nature since her return from Saratoga, nearly a 
week previous to the September day that now threw its 
mellow light as serenely on the old earth as if there were 
no ebbing of the tides in fancy stocks. 

^ Ralph said I should hear soon. Have you good 
news ? " she asked ; but the brightness faded from her 
face when she saw the answer written on her husband's. 
Its grave displeasure made words unnecessary. 

"Ralph Goodenow's lawyer has written me a letter 
which will answer your question ; " and the doctor read 
aloud the following concise statement: — 

"Nbw Yobk, September 10, 18-. 
** Deab Sib : I am sorry to inform you that the Eureka 
copper mining stocks are now valueless in tL^ \si%x^<i^ 
The treaenrer of the company, being xmsXAi^ \a ^f^^^^^ssX^^st 
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about two hundred thousand dollars' worth of funds, ab« 
sconded last week, and the agent, whom we sent out to 
inspect the claims, reports so many obstacles in the way 
of successful mining, that we have decided to abandon the 
project. You are doubtless aware that the quartz-crush- 
ing operations failed because of the unparalleled freshet on 
the Feather River. 

** Hoping you and Mrs. Howell will suffer no inconven- 
ience from the loss of her small investments, I remain, 

Tours truly, 

Daniel Lathau." 

"Do you think that lawyer means to say I shall never 
receive any return for my four thousand dollars?** 

" Nothing more nor less, Mary ; and I have etill another 
piece of news which will surprise you. Ralph Goodenow 
has failed, and to avoid the public odium of it, he sailed 
for Europe with his wife and daughter only two days after 
you left them in Saratoga. His affairs were managed so 
secretly that the worthlessness of his stocks was not known 
until after his departure." 

" Gone to Europe I What can it mean ? I parted 
from them only last Monday without a single hint of 
their going abroad before spring; and it was arranged 
between us that I should go with them to see my dear 
Lou. There must be some mistake. How did you learn 
the news?" 

"From Mr, Dinsraore, who returned from New York 
to-day. He called at Latham's office yesterday, and 
learned all the particulars of Ralph's dishonest failure. 
There's no doubt but the defalcation of the treasurer is a 
patched-up story." 

" ToaWe always been ready to believe the very worst of 
'Wpi ; but, notwithstandiBg m^ \c^^%^\ Vw^ ^^oslt^ ^ 
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him, and am sincerely sorry for the family. Must they 
lose their elegant home on Montague Square ? ^ 

^ O, no I Latham told Mr. Dinsmore it was a gift to 
Ralph's wife, when such a calamity as the failure of the 
Eureka and Feather River stocks could not have been 
foreseen ; and, moreover, he has a large amount of prop- 
erty secured to each of his children." 

"Thank Heaven, my Lou won't suffer on account of the 
failure ; and the family won't be robbed by creditors of 
the luxuries that have become a necessity to them." 

" Of course not I 'Tis exactly in keeping with Ralph's 
character to take himself and farhily away from the annoy- 
ances and disgrace of his failure. A man with the least 
particle of honor or honesty, when reverses came, would 
have remained at the helm, and shared the misfortunes of 
his creditors ; but Ralph Qoodenow can consume money> 
fraudulently obtained, on Parisian pleasures and frivolities; 
can remain abroad until his speculations and failures are 
forgotten, and then return to New York to make a greater 
parade of wealth and elegance than ever before. I tell 
you, Mary, my soul is sick with disgust when the knowl- 
edge of such meanness and perfidy comes to me." 

** You needn't be so harsh in judging a man who hasn't 
injured you. The money he invested for me was my 
own, and I suppose you'll admit he might have been bon- 
est in thinking the investment safe." 

" There's no such element as honesty in his character. 
How to control the largest amount of money, how to 
make the most ostentatious parade, are the only questions 
that occupy the empty chambers of his brain. Think for 
a moment of the numbers of honest, credulous people who 
have trusted to Ralph Goodenow's plausible representa- 
tions, and have invested their hard-eaTYk^^ ^^sTw^^ vct'^Ki^ 
&DcjrstockB. Contrast their ^appoVctoveiA,^^^^ ^'^rscn^ 
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fices, their distresses, with his laxnrious Hying in Paris. One 
instance in our own city illustrates the folly of listening to 
speculators, or trusting to anything but honest endeavor 
and talent God can bless for a livelihood. Mr. Dinsmore, 
by careful economy, had saved five thousand dollars, which 
was invested in real estate. He listened to Ralph Goode- 
now's glowing descriptions of California quartz-crushing, 
and sold his property at a great sacrifice for the sake of 
investing in Feather River stocks ; and with tears in his 
eyes he said to me, ' My little fund that I had gathered 
with so much care for the purpose of educating my chil- 
dren is gone. If I should die to-morrow my family would 
be homeless and dependent.' " 

"Don't trouble me with other people's burdens, doctor; 
my own are greater than I can bear. Mr. Dinsmore's 
losses will make no difference in the dull, prosaic routine 
of duties which he and his family pursue, while the loss 
of my investments will oblige me to saciifice tastes that 
are as essential to me as the air I breathe. I can't under- 
stand why Ralph should go to Europe without giving me 
notice, and inviting me to join his party. How could they 
have made preparations for such a journey in so shcnrt a 
time ? " 

•* Very likely their plans were matured, and their prep- 
arations made, weeks ago; but to avoid suspicion and 
creditors, nothing was said about it." 

•* They might have told me. I could have kept their 
secrets ; and they knew how I was longing for a sight of 
my child. My autumn and winter will be dreary enough 
with nothing to think about but the loss of my money and 
my cruel disappointment in not sailing with Ralph's fam- 
ily. My whole life seems to be made up of sacrifices 1 " 

*^DoD't Bay so, Mary, wlieti you've just enjoyed two 
months of such pleasure aa you ^^\\^\. \sv. ^^b^ ^^^ 
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borne no attractions, and have oar daughter's intelligence' 
and sweetness no charm for you? Apd think of Stephen's 
promise and Edna's loveliness. It seems to me you have 
blessings enough to make your life full and rich." 

There was no reply to the doctor's questiona and re- 
marks ; but an ominous raising of his lady's kerchief to 
her eyes delicately intimated that her sacrifices could not 
be appreciated by ordinary mortals. After a minute or 
two of thought and silence, the doctor spoke again. 

** I didn't know you were expecting to go to Europe in 
company with Ralph's family; but knowing what I do 
about his disgraceful failure and his entire want of princi- 
ple, I couldn't consent to your going abroad with them." 

The handkerchief made a sudden descent. 

" As if I'm not capable of choosing my own friends and 
pleasures I Thanks to ray dear Arthur's provident love, 
Fye still money enough, so that I can afford to visit his 
dear, fatherless child, and ask no favors of anybody. Tou 
admit that Ralph's failure will not deprive his family of 
their home, and such elegant surroundings as theirs will 
insure them admittance into the best society ; and as for 
myself, give me my late husband's brother for a travelling 
companion^ and Pll be aatisfied. I've always wanted to 
go abroad ; and especially since Lou's marriage I've hard- 
ly been able to control my wishes. Everybody, who has 
any claim to style or respectability nowadays, travels in 
Europe;^ but I haven't said much about my desires to you, 
knowing you were narrow in your ideas, and grudged 
every dollar spent for pleasure or the cultivation of taste." 

" Mary, have I ever denied you any pleasure that could 
enrich your life or elevate your tastes when it came within 
the compass 4 f my means ? " 

" O, you've done your duty, and have been g<eueroaa 
enough when ny tastea didn't claBh m\\i ^o\« y^€^^^^»^ 
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and your charities; but I've heard you speak so dispar^ 
agingly of foreign travel that I didn't think it best to say 
much about my desire to go abroad until I saw my own 
way clear," 

"I've never intended to disparage the culture, the 
diversion, and the many benefits which may arise from 
foreign travel ; but 'tis the aimless and simply fashionable 
flitting of our American people that you've heard me con- 
demn. The masses do not go in search of anything which 
can rouse worthy aspirations: without that knowledge 
of history or art which gives foreign travel its highest 
charm, they rush along indiscriminately with the tide, only 
confirming their habits of dissipation and extravagance; 
spending money lavishly on such articles as shall proclaim 
the fact that they've been in Paris, and imitating snob- 
bishness, which they mistake for true refinement. It has 
been one of my cherished hopes to earn the right to a long 
holiday, and to take you and Daisy with me to Europe, 
where we could improve our tastes by studying pictures, 
statuary, architecture, and scenery, and add to our future^ 
the charm" and wealth of Old World memories and associa- 
tions; but the family expenses have been so great during 
the past year that our holiday must be indefinitely post- 
poned." 

At this point the conversation was interrupted by callers, 
and not resumed again for many weeks. The domestic 
tide flowed and ebbed much as usual through the autumn. 
Mrs. Howell was apparently less disturbed by her losses 
than the doctor had supposed she would be ; and if not 
more reconciled to her separation from Louise^ she certain- 
ly said less about it — perhaps because she had found a 
subject sufficiently novel and exciting to interest her 
thoughts and engross her time. She was engaged in 
getting up a fair for the beiiiifiX oi XJti^ Or^'Mi^ ^'opBaa. It 
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was an enterprise under the especial patronage of Mi*& 
Metcatf, and therefore a fashionable charity, in which 
Mi*s. Howell could afford to show a becoming interest. 
Driving with Mrs. Metcalf in a handsome carriage to 
present the claims of the orphan and awaken the sympa- 
thies of the wealthy citizens of Hanthrop was very dif- 
ferent from going into gaiTets, and cellars, and stifled 
rooms, and holding out her hand to the crushed and 
destitute : it did not disturb her delicately sensitive nerves ; 
and moreover, as she was to preside at a table in a largo 
hall, which would be thronged with the curious, the 
fashionable, and the benevolent during the exhibition of 
the fair, there would be an opportunity for displaying her 
artistic tastes and her elegant wardrobe ; and this wouM 
be abundant compensation for the loss of her time. In 
fine, Mrs. Howell's interest in the fair bore a marked 
resemblance to tlie many sacrifices of which she was so 
ready to boast. And Diantha, because her ear was always 
open to the cry of the nee<ly, was active in forwarding the 
interests of the fair. 

The intimacy between Mrs. Metcalf and Diantha had 
been strengthened and cemented during the summer at 
Carrhaven, and both the lady and her son took excellent 
care that not one thread of the golden web should lose its 
lustre. Horace Metcalfs attentions were so delicate, his 
frequent calls were so acceptable to both her parents, and 
his conversation was so refreshing, that Diantha hoped he 
would never ask her for any more tender and exclusive 
regard than now existed. Her calm, frank, and sisterly 
manner of accepting the young man's friendship, while it 
did not encourage him to speak of love, was an irresistible 
charm; and the beauty, purity, and self-forgetfulness of her 
character attracted him to her presence, aud vi^ v\ve>^\NJ®&iV^ 
drawing him ap from the idle enjoy meiiti otV^X&'^^Vxvcasy^^N 
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and the selfish indulgence of his SBSthetic tastes, to an 
active participation in the duties of life. 

Edna Shreve came back to Hanthrop greatly improved 
by the country fare and the invigorating influences of the 
parsonage, expressing in her artless way such joy to be 
again in "her dear Dr. Howell's home, and with her 
darling Diantha," that even Mra. Howell's cold, calculating 
heart was so moved as to confess to the doctor that ^ it 
would be a pity for such an affectionate and pretty child 
to be sent to an asylum, when with proper care she might 
become not only ornamental, but useful in their home." 

The fair proved brilliantly successful, not only in its ex- 
hibition of the cunning handicraft and enterprise of its feir 
patrons, but in the harvest gathered from its sales for the 
Orphans' Home. The novelty of Mrs. Howell's charitable 
efforts having worn ofl^ and no new excitement arising to 
busy her brain and hands, she fell into her old critical and 
fault-finding mood. " Hanthrop was dull ; its air did not 
agree with her constitution; Dr. Leveling had said she 
ought always to winter in Cuba, Florida, or Italy." 

Dr. Howell listened to her complainings patiently ; but 
he regarded them as the prognostications of an impending 
Btorm, and there came a day late in November, when the 
heavy clouds settled down upon his heart — a day when 
Mrs. Howell came to his office with unusual animation in 
her face and voice, and with an open letter in her hand. 

" You can raise no objections now, doctor, to the fiiendi 
who offer me their protection if I will go with them to 
Europe," she said, with an air of triumph. 

"What friends are going?" he asked. 

" None other than the Right Rev. Dr. Mintwell and hie 

charming family. They sail in the St. Salvador, on the 

4tb of De3ember — just one week from to-day. Ton re- 

membepy I told you Ihat my \2l«X \^\X«« ^qpccl ^^<»L\i:2i^ 
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spoke of her delicate health, and her strong desire that I 
might spend a part of this winter in Florence with her; 
and I've been so anxious ever since for an oppoitnnity to 
go to herl This is such a providential opening I Every- 
thing beckons me to my fatherless child, and favors my 
immediate departure. I really believe if you throw any 
obstacles in my way now, it will be at the cost of my life. 
My sensitive nerves won't endure many more harsh shocks, 
and you know suspense and anxiety are worse for me than 
actual disease." 

" What will be your course, Mary, if I place before you, 
calmly and plainly, all my reasons for objecting to your 
joining the Qoodenows without the protection of your 
husband?" 

" I%hall assert my rights as a woman and a mother, and 
go without your consent. I won't willingly quarrel with 
you, doctor; but when I know your reasons for not wishing 
me to go, and remember your prejudice against all my first 
husband's friends, I cannot respect your judgment, nor sub- 
mit to it. Lou's need of me, and my own delicate health, 
are sufficient reasons why I should be governed by my 
instincts and impulses." 

" Have you no home claims and duties, Mary ? " 

" Of course every wife and mother has home claims ; but 
no one should be tied to her own hearth-stone. It will 
cost me a great sacrifice of home comfoits to go abroad ; 
but is there any gain or pleasure in this world without its 
corresponding sacrifice? 'Tis a duty I owe my children to 
avail myself of every means in my power for the prolong- 
ing of my life. And, besides, your thoughts are so ab- 
sorbed in your profession and in your writings, and Di is 
so mature, and domestic, and companionable, that you'll 
hardly miss me. I've still nearly four tho\x»a.\i^ ^<^\\»x:i 
worth of bank stock left ; and if you're \io\i gevi«to\>& ^\^wvJ^ 
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to pay yoar wife's expenses from your own purse, I shall 
fall back on the remnant of my dear Arthur's fortune. It 
would gratify him to know I used it in seeking a little 
healthy recreation for mind and body after more than 
twenty years of such cares and sacrifices as only mothers 
can appreciate. It will be useless to bandy words, doctor; 
my reason tells me that a year in Europe is my just due, 
and you may consider the question settled." 

And settled it was, without further objections from Dr. 
Howell. He had good reasons for allowing her to use " the 
remnant of her fortune ; " but he made every possible ar- 
rangement for her comfort, went with her to New York, 
and parted with her on the St Salvador with many 
misgivings. 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 

THB PABDOir. 

« For itiU we de 
Tliat eyery keenest pain and carking care, 
Like the sharp winds of the autumnal air, 
Bat loosen tender buds to earth that cUngf, 
And ripen the ear for Heaven's great harTesting.** 

** Wb have news from Stephen, father,** said Diantha, as 
Boon as she had greeted her father on his return from New 
York, and had looked in his face long enough to see that 
he had brought back no serious trouble. "And such 
pleasant news, too I The letter came yesterday, and was 
directed to you ; but I was so impatient to hear from Ste- 
phen, I ventured to open it. Will you read it now ? " 

"Tell me what it contains, Daisy, while I enjoy the lux- 
ury of looking at you, and hearing your voice, and feeling 
at home.** 

Diantha came to her father's Iside, and touched his fore- 
head with her lips ; and to him her kiss was an eloquent 
pledge that, so far as her loving watchfulness could make 
it, his home should be a haven of rest and peace. 

" Stephen writes in the best of spirits ; says he is per- 
fectly well, and his ankle is as good as new. He is ex- 
travagant in his description of the voyage. They encoun- 
tered but one storm worthy of recording; and though the 
ship was in peril for a few hours, Stephen says h^ ^o\iJA 
gladly meet it again, for the sake of mtnemw^^^^a^^^^'^ 
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and sublimity of the scene. He thinks he was bom for a 
sailor, and says you must secure him a situation in the 
navy." 

" What I a new caprice ? " asked the doctor. ** I wish he 
had more of your stability and gravity." 

" He is two years younger than I am." 

" Yes ; I ought not to expect steady purpose and wisdom 
in a lad who is hardly nineteen ; there is much to be grate- 
ful for both in his intellect and heart" 

" He had been in Florence only a few hours when he 
wnote ; but he had lingered near the Casa Guidi windows, 
hoping to catch a glimpse of Mrs. Browning, and had for- 
gotten his dinner in a picture-gallery. He is enthusiastic 
over Florence, said he should visit Naples, and Venice, and 
Rome before the Aurora would be ready for her return 
voyage." • ^ 

"What a treat for Stephen I With his fondness for 
poetry and the fine arts, it will be a mine of wealth." j 

" And by the way, father, Stephen has sent u» $^ sped- ' 
men of his rhyi;rfin^, entitled ' Sunrise on the Ocefei.' " 

Dr. Howell laughed, and begged she would not ask 
him to read it until he was quite recovered from the &• 
tigues of the journey. I 

"I've never known a sophomore yet who didn't make ' 
rhymes ; but I scarcely remember one v^o blossomed into 
a poet. What does he say of Captain Ashmead ? " 

"I cannot remember half the fine things. One would 
infer from Stephen's account that his captaii^has the great- ' 
est fund of knowledge, and wit, and gpod humor that ever 
fell to the lot of one mortal. He seems to have remarka- 
ble p< wer over Stephen, who says he has never had so great 
a reverence for any man, save his father " 

"I was fortunate in securing such a berth for St^heli» 
it will be of more service \iO '\ivm \>DL«ii ^;^^!rf^ <3lo«e •p|A> 
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cation to study ; and I pray God Captain Ashmead's infla« 
ence may bring him out of the clouds of speculative thought. 
Poes he say when we may look for the Aurora P ^ 

"She will be due in New York about the middle of 
February ; and Stephen thinks by that time he shall be 
ready for hard study, or for any work you may think best 
for him." 

The doctor seemed lost in thought for a few minutes; 
but the entrance of Edna, and the announcement of din- 
ner, roused him ; and during the meal he gave his daugh- 
ter a description of the few pleasures he had treated him- 
self to in New ToA, which consisted simply of visits to 
• picture-galleries, bookstores, infirmaries, and hospitals. 

Dr. Howell's new sorrow and disappointment were not 
permitted to embitter his life afler the sailing of the St. 
\ Salvador. His generous, forbearing heart made every pos- 
sible excuse for his wife's selfishness, and the gossips of 
Hanthrpif £)und nothing in Mrs. Howell's sudden departure 
to makf oapital of. "If her own and her daughtei-'s health 
made a Winter in Italy advisable, she was justified in leav- 
ing her home and family," they said; and there the subject 
was dropped. 

Work, stem and uncompromising, filled the doctor's 
days; and if it did not satisfy his human needs, his 
Christian faith and charity were to him such deep wells 
of peace, that hungry cravings for the tender love and 
sympathy of his wife rarely disturbed his spirit. There 
was always a healthy stimulus for him in his professional 
duties, and an inspiration in the use of his pen, which 
brought forgetfulness of care. There were relaxation and 
refreshing for him in the home which his daughter's thought- 
fill love made attractive, a balm in her reading, singing, 
and conversation, that was compensation for many g;ciefa 
and Vant& And EdnsL was growing up ^^ ^^\t ^xA ^^^^ 
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a raai3cn as ever blessed a man's heaith-stone. Imitating 
Diantha in all things, she studied the doctor's taste i and 
wishes, and in her artless way was like a spring-time per- 
fume in his house. 

The horroi-s of the terrible storm, and the wreck that 
lefl the child of thirteen desolate, and the long illness that 
followed, had given her a maturity which many quiet years 
guarded with parental love could not have bequeathed; 
and grateful love for the friends who had sheltered and 
nourished her quickened her perceptions, and instinctively 
taught her what returns to make for their generous care. 
The Christmas holidays were approaching; and lest the 
anniversary of the Stella's wreck should rouse Edna's grie^ 
Diantha devised many little things to interest her pupil's 
thoughts. She took her to the bare homes, where affliction 
and poverty were abiding guests, and taught her to fashion 
with her own hands such garments as the necessities of 
these homes demanded. Mrs. Jenks declared to Diantha,— 

" That young girl's reading is wonderful, and gives my 
poor, rheumatic man a sight of comfort. Tom -and Fred 
will do e'enamost anything when she promises to tell them 
about Smyrna, and the wreckj^and the sailors who were so 
kind to her mamma and Nathan ; and once, When she sang 
us a hymn, we all cried ; and tears don't come easy to poor 
folks' eyes, Miss Howell. I sometimes think 'tis because 
we get so used to all sorts of disagreeable things that 
therels no softness left in our hearts, and we just dry up and 
harden." 

" God's discipline, whether it be adversity or prosperity, 
should never harden us, Mrs. Jenks. Don't you sometimes 
permit little troubles to overshadow great mercies?" asked 
Diantha, as she sat for an hour by the overworked .moth- 
er's side, plying her needle swiftly and skilftilly upon i 
garment which Mrs. Jenikfi "Via^ -^toxcvy^^^ Vi ^ ^^aldiy lad^ 
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on that day, and which, but for Diantha'i aid, mast have 
remained unfinished. 

^ Well, may be I do ; but I reckon as how the greatest 
mercy as has come to us for many a day is the friendship 
of your father and yourself; and I never let any trouble 
come between me and my remembrance of what you've 
done for us. No matter how tired I am, I go down*on my 
knees every night to pray for you." 

"I hope, by so doing, your own heart is strengthened 
and comforted. I shall certainly be encouraged in my 
work by remembering that you are praying for me." 

^ O, miss, the pi*ayers of such a poor sinner as I am 
can be of no use to one like you. Fve often wondered 
how you could know so much about poor people's wants^ 
and how to help them. Bessie and Mary are like two 
different girls since you begun to visit us; and they'd 
work their hands off for the sake of doing you or Miss 
Hdna a good turn." 

"The time may come when they can be as helpful to 
others as you think I've been to them. There is scarcely 
any one so weak, or so poor, or so unlearned, but there is 
work waiting for him to do." 

Edna was no stranger in the poor room that sheltered 
Martha and Sylvia Keith ; her young eyes often did ser- 
vice for their* dim ones, and her sweet voice made the 
precious book "so much plainer;" so they assured Di- 
antha. 

" We were never handy at reading," Sylvia said. "The 
long words always puzzled us ; and since our eyes are fail- 
ing, we can't make out the meaning as well as we used ; 
^ but Edna can make it as clear as you or Elder Dinsmore 
can. . And the dear lamb brought us only yesterday a half 
pound of tea, and a nice parcel of white au^x \ «xA ^&!iRi 
said the mon ly that she paid for them ^«A\i'et o^w* X\!2\ 

17 
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Martha the child is growing to b. as like yoa as one Scotch 
rose is like another." 

Mr. Pomeroy's family, accompanied by Mrs. Atwood and 
her son, were to sail for California in the Golden Gater 
on the 1st of January ; and Diantha and Edna busied 
themselves in helping Mrs. Atwood prepare for her long 
journey. 

Lewis Atwood's pardon had not been obtained without 
the exertion of all Dr. HowelPs personal influence ; and 
probably no man in Hanthrop carried a greater moral force 
than did our good physician. He was not known as a 
radical or an enthusiast ; neither was he dogmatically per- 
sistent in bringing forward, at all times and seasons, some 
great philanthropical measure. He was as far removed 
from an egotistical reformer as was the good Samaritan 
from the priest and Levite. The charities that interested 
him were not heralded with sounding .brass or upon tic- 
kling cymbals, but were presented in a plain, practiM, 
unostentatious way, that carried conviction of their worthi- 
ness to all who listened. Wherever the crushed, fallen, 
and hopeless could be taught to raise themselves from the 
mire of vice ; wherever human suffering could be allevi- 
ated; wherever the oppressed and the needy called for i 
succor, — there Dr. Howell's moral and religious influenoe 
worked like leaven. , 

" I more than half believe young Atwood should serve 
out his full sentence," remarked his excellency, the gov- j 
ernor, as he handed the official pardon to Dr. Howell ; "but ' 
as there are some extenuating circumstances in the pris- 
oner's favor, besides his youth, and as the warden, chap- 
lain, and prison inspectors petition that Atwood may be 
the recipient of the state's favor this year, I have set Midi 
my 0V911 convictions " \ 

\ 
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^ I think if yoa could have seen as much of the young 
man as I have during the past year, you would thank God 
for your official prerogatives. He has never received a 
hint that it was possible for his term of punishment to be 
shortened ; and yet he has shown as much deference, docil- 
ity, penitence, and steadiness as if the length of his incar- 
ceration depended upon a manifestation of these traits 
rather than upon the sentence of his judge." 

"'Tis remarkable for a man who has seen as much of 
the world as you have, doctor, to retain so much faith in 
human nature." 

"Perhaps so; but I've never yet met a man so degraded, 
but a spark of some better life seemed waiting beneath 
the crust of sin for the revivifying touch of a friendly 
word or a helping hand. Tears have given me a broader 
charity for those whom temptation has conquered, and a 
stronger reverence for those who have come off victors in 
th*e strife. Allow me to thank your excellency, on behalf 
of the prisoner and his mother, for the clemency you have 
shown." 

" I deserve no thanks ; they are wholly indebted to your 
zealous perseverance for his pardon." 

Lewis was told of his great good fortune on Christmas 
morning, the doctor and his mother only being present 
while the warden read the official document ; and, after a 
few words of congratulation, he explained to the young 
man what untiring zeal Dr. Howell and the prison officera 
had used in obtaining his release, the reasons for their 
efforts, and the utter hopelessness of obtaining a pardon 
the second time, should the just retribution of crime again 
overtake him. 

Familiar as were both the gentlemen with all phases of 
human suffering, grie^ and joy, they were haxdV^ ^^^"^^^ 
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for a scene so pathetic as that which followed the warden^s 
announcement. Eoieeling at his mother's feet, burying his 
face in her lap, for a few minutes convulsed sobs choked 
his utterance. Mrs. Atwood's tears fell hot and thick 
upon her son's hair, and her trembling hands clasped his ; 
the delicate wom^n proved stronger now than he whose 
crime and punishment had nearly sapped the fountains of 
her life ; but for many months she had been buoyed with 
the hope of his pardon, while to him it was an unexpected 
boon. 

The mother was the first to speak. 

" My dear boy, calm yourself; you have only heard half 
the good news." 

" O, mother, if I ever wound or disappoint you agsdn, 
may a worse punishment — " 

" Hush, Lewis I I rely on your past bitter experience, 
your repentance, and the restraining power of God's love, 
as your safeguards for the future. Kise now, and thank 
Dr. Howell for all he has done." 

The young man rose, held out his hand, for the first 
time voluntarily, towards his benefactor, but words* ag^ 
failed him. 

" Those of us who have been at work for you, Lewis, 
don't want thanks ; we only want your future life should 
show us our labor has not been in vain. Your mother 
will tell you the remainder of the good news." 

^'I want to hear nothing better than that you and 
those who have known me during the last year can 
trust me." 

^ You need no other assurance of our confidence than 
what is contained in that official document. We should 
have made no efforts to obtain it, had yoi^ continued to 
manifest the same spirit that governed your lotions doling 
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the first two months of your imprisonment. Come with 
your mother, and dine with us at four o'clock, and then 
you can tell me how you like our plans for your future.** 

Neither Lewis nor his mother attempted further ex- 
pression of gratitude in words; hut there vas that ahout 
the youig man's face and tearful eyes which gave a 
stronger testimony of his thankfulness than mere words 
could give — a something which was to the warden and 
the doctor a pledge for the future, and an assurance that 
their zealous efforts to ohtain his pardon had not heen 
unworthily hestowed. 

Lewis At wood's appearance in Dr. Howell's parlor was 
a marked contrast to what it was when he was first intro- 
duced to our readers : then, with the mark of his crime 
and punishment hranded on his face, sullen defiance and 
hardness in his tones and in his eyes, none hut the most 
sanguine could have looked forward to such a complete 
transformation. Wholesome exercise had developed a 
fine physique; penitence and humility had washed the 
stains of guilt from his face, while hope lighted up the 
features that one year ago were so clouded with despair, 
moroseness, and crime. His hours of study had not 
passed without leaving their footprints on his face ; while 
the influence of the nohle-hearted warden, the faithful 
chaplain, the accomplished professor, who had taught 
Lewis civil engineering, and Dr. Howell, the Christian 
^Philanthropist, added to the tender watchful.iess and self- 
sacrificing devotion of his mother, and the interest and 
confidence of Diantha, had more than counteracted the 
pestilential hreath of prison life ; they had given him new 
aspirations, new motives, and shown him the possihility of 
making his old life the stepping-stone to a future which 
should he crowned with honest endeavor^ and d<^e.d% \k^ 
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might be bound in God's sheaves. And Dr. Howell, not* 
ing the calm trustfulness of Mrs. Atwood, and her son's 
manly courage, asked no other reward for his labor; while 
Dianth^ with a full heart, sang, — 



'* Make as glad according to the days wherein Thou h^t afllicted 
ns, and the years wherein we have seen evil.'* 

'* And let the beauty of the Lord oar €k>d be upon as ; and estab- 
lish Thou the work of our hands apon us ; yes, the work of oar hands 
estoblish Thou it.** 
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CHAPTER XXVra. 

VOBEIGN AND HOHB ITBM8* 

" And now ilhat rests but that we spend the tinM 

With stately triumphs, mirthfal oomic shows, 

Such as befit the pleasure of the court? ** 

Shakespeabb. 

**The firnit of the righteous is a tree of life; and he that winneth sonls It 
wiBe.»» 

Pbbhaps neither the Golden Gate nor any other brave 
ship ever bore to a new land of hope and promise two 
persons more truly and humbly grateful than were Mrs, 
At wood and her son Lewis. The mother's rejoicing did not 
overflow in words ; it was tempered by the remembrance 
of those depths of grief and despair from which she had so 
recently risen ; and though her faith in Lewis's regeneration 
was unclouded, yet the future rarely reveals itself in bril- 
liant colors to one who has lived to see the wreck of so 
many hopes. 

The small party of emigrants were waiting for the train 
which would take them to New York, from whence sailed 
the Golden Gate; and Dr. Howell and Diantha, not satis- 
fied with their mission of love, which had wrought such a 
marvellous transformation in the mother and son, were 
standing near to sustain and encourage them as long as 
possible. It was a picture full of pathos to see the confi- 
dence with which the pale, worn, but peaceful fac^ q»^ Msa^ 
Atwood was turned towards the moi^ Yio^^^sii oroa ^'l ^Qa^ 
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strong figure on which she leaned — a picture to moisten 
the eyes of all who knew what agony she had suffered be- 
cause of this son's weakness and crime, and with what 
utter self-forgetfulness she had clung to him in his disgrace, 
soflening his punishment with her forgiving, uncomplain- 
ing love, and trusting him now as completely as if her 
hair had not been frosted before its time by grief for his 
crimes. 

" We can never make any return in deeds for what you 
and Dr. Howell have done for us," Mrs. At wood said, as 
she held Diantha's hands in a last embrace; *^but my life 
shall be a constant breathing prayer for your success. You 
have taught me how to forget my own sorrows in helping 
bear the burdens of others, and you have shown Lewis that 
a great crime need not blight a whole life. Your help and 
your confidence have brought to us a quiet peace and rest, 
which I supposed were forever lost ; and your — " 

^' Don't talk about it," said Diantha, kissing away the 
tears that filled her eyes and choked her utterance; "we 
have only tried to do right, and we ask no other reward 
than seeing Lewis in his present state. You must write or 
come to us, if any new trouble arises ; your relationship to 
Edna will keep alive our interest in you and Lewis, even 
if you had no other claims upon us. Have you any desire 
or advice for your little cousin that you haven't ex- 
pressed ? " 

" I can trust her to you without one misgiving ; but I 
have wanted to ask your father to allow us to assist in 
educating Edna, if the time ever comes, when Lewis and I 
can earn more than enough for our own needs." 

" Father will not refuse your absistance, if it will be a 
pleasure to you to help support your cousin ; but you know 
he regards Edna as a daughter, and is gratefol for the 
privilege of supplying bet wanX/aT 
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It was not an hour for many words, and with a fervent 
and-clasp the doctor uttered his farewell blessing, which 
ill upon the hearts of both mother and son like a heavenl j 
enediction. And while the good ship Golden Gate is 
peeding towards the Pacific coast, freighted with so many 
ew-bom hopes and resolves, and followed by so many 
rayers, we will take a bird's-eye view of the doctor's wife 
1 Paris. 

" This is living I The dream of my youth is realized ! 
^ne week in this most charming and interesting of all 
ities is worth a year of existence in Hanthrop," wrote 
Irs. Howell. " It seems as if I were breathing my native 
Ir, and had suddenly come into possession of a long-lost 
irthright. The novelties and the refined pleasures which 
leet me everywhere are such a tonic to my spirits, such a 
ivereion to my thoughts, that I already feel my intellect 
spandod, and my entire uature rejuvenated." 

The uplifting of the doctor's heavy brows, Jolid the smile 
lat crept into his eyes and lurked around Hbf^ mouth, as 
e read aloud extracts from his wife's letter, wete piquant 
Quotations to one who understood his moods. 

"Ralph's family, the Mintwells, Arthur, Louise, and 
lyself have pleasant rooms, opening into an elegantly- 
imished saloon, where we can meet and spend as many 
ours in each other's society as we choose. There are a 
reat many Americans in Paris this winter, and our saloon 
\ the popular resort of distinguished statesmen, scholars, 
nd, in fact, of all who are so fortunate as to obtain an intro- 
uction to the family ; but, connected as we are with the 
Lmerican Embassy, only people of distinction and wealth 
are seek an acquaintance. My dear Lou is a belle in just 
be kind of society she was bom to ornament. I was sur- 
rised to find her looking handsomer than e^et^ ^sA xql 
stcellent heahb, toOy as she had wrV\,ti©T\ m^ xJasiX V«t\s»^ 



266 DB. howell's familt. 

were sensitive, and she had been advised to winter in Flor- 
ence , though why one should need ever to leave Paris, 
where the Christmas holidays were as soft and sunny as 
October in Hanthrop, I can't possibly conceive; but the 
dear child had a stubborn influenza in the autumn, and I 
suppose her desire to see me, and to emancipate me from 
the narrow grooves of my stale life, caused her to exagger- 
ate its symptoms ; and knowing so well what a peculiarly 
delicate constitution she had inherited, my own fears were 
easily roused." 

The doctor paused in his reading, and indulged in one 
of those prolonged and significant whistles which needed 
no interpretation in words. 

"Does mamma say anything about her own health?'' 
asked Diantha. 

The doctor, for reply, read another extract aloud : — 

" The climate of Paris seems, to- suit me exactly ; I can 
spend a whole day in riding and visiting art galleries with- 
out feeling as much fatigue as I would in sitting through 
one of Mr. Dinsmore's shortest sermons; and then, after a 
day spent in sight-seeing, I can dress and go to the opera, 
or a reception, and never once think of fatigue ! It is 
astonishing how the voyage, change of air, and new. pleas- 
ures have renovated my system and given tone to my life I" 

" Really a marvel I " the doctor exclaimed, in a sai*castio 
voice, which his forgiving and generous nature at once 
checked; and he added, "Poor Mary I her life has been 
very unsatisfactory, because of her overweening ambition. 
It might have been better for her if I had never crossed 
her path ; and yet, God knows, I have loved her truly and 
lionestly, and have tried to make her happy. We'll hope 
and pray this year of pleasure and indulgence won't make 
ber home more distasteful to her than it has beei erer 
since Louise was old enoxxg^i \.o ^ovoX. wsX <2»nsitei<;^t sgpsn* 
^nce and discontent.'' 
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Diantha saw that her father was pained by the tone of 
this first letter from Paris, and she saw, too, he was grieved 
and humiliated to admit, even negatively, that his wife had 
no enjoyment in home duties. She knew his freshly- 
wounded heart could not be soothed with words, and she 
only lifted tenderly the locks of gray hair from his broad 
forehead, touching it with lips that had a world of sympathy 
in their gentle caress. 

" Will mamma spend the winter in Paris?" she present- 
ly asked ; and the doctor, referring again to his open letter, 
read, — 

" I should never weary of this delightful city, with its 
magnificent public buildings and squares, its constantly 
playing fountams, and its immense galleries of fine arts. I 
could sit all day and look at the crowds of people who 
pass our hotel ; and I should never lose my relish for such 
society as I meet here I And such music ! such novelties ! 
As dear Lou says, * Paris contains the concentrated essence 
of all that is elegant, elevating, and refining.' But as every- 
body sees Italy while abroad, and as the Mintwells are 
going to Rome before Lent, Lou and I have decided to 
accompany them. Ralph has business which will keep 
him in Paris all winter ; but he is going to spend the sum- 
mer with his family in Baden-Baden ; we shall join them 
there for a few weeks, and of course shall visit the prin- 
cipal points of interest in Switzerland before returning to 
Paris." 

The doctor folded his letter without offering it to 
Diantha for perusal, and after a short silence, when the 
hanger of his heart for that companionship which is man's 
natural heritage was written on his face, he said, — 

" I have never told you, Daisy, all my causes for dis- 
quiet, nor why I have so seriously objected to -^csva \s^<5J^- 
er^B BpeBding bo much time with \\«r 'HjtoVSaetAsA^s^^ 
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family. I have good reasons for believing Ralph Good 
enow to be an accomplished gambler, and without doubt 
he is retrieving his fortunes at the gaming-tables of Paiis 
this winter; and for no more worthy or legitimate purpose 
will he spend the summer in Baden, which you may luiow 
is the great resort of speculators and gamblers. Even 
women play openly in those gilded saloons, and may be 
seen sweeping their unlawful gains fi'om the roulette- 
tables at all hours of the day and night. 

^ I have no fears that your mother will contract the vile 
habit of gaming, even when she sees fashionably-dressed 
women engaged in it, because her tastes have always been 
too refined to permit of an indulgence in gross pleasures; 
but while she is associating with those people, there will be, 
unconsciously to herself, a gradual loweiing of her standard 
of right, a blunting of her moral perceptions, and a con- 
stantly increasing thirst for novelty and excitement. She 
will be induced to imitate the glitter and false show of the 
life she sees, and I'm sometimes afraid she'll be lost to all 
quiet, pure home influences before her return." 

" You are a little distrustful of God's power to keep her, 
dear father." 

''No, Daisy; but He has not promised to keep His 
children when they wilfully thrust themselves into temp* 
tation. We are told, ' Wait on the Lord ; be of good 
courage, and He shall strengthen thine heart:' surely, I| 
who have been the recipient of so many mercies, can wait 
and trust; but I can't be quite patient and reconcfled 
when I feel certain my wife's name must be linked w& 
those of doubtful reputation." 

^ You must remember, she has the protection and ooa^ 
panionship of Rev. Dr. Mintwell's family." 

^ That &ct will draw a veiL» I trust, between bar ttd ' 
'he odor that mual aXla^^x \\a^ \a ^^ii^ QicMdeiow^ i^j 
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name; but it will not shield her from the subtle and 
degrading influences that surround her.'^ 

The doctor had rardy betrayed so much emotion in the 
presence of his daughter as in the present instance. Self- 
control and calm dignity of manner were habitual to him, 
and a generous defence of his wife's most selfish acts had 
hitherto sprung spontaneously to his lips. Diantha knew 
his anxieties and apprehensions were not the '^ baseless 
fabric of a dream," and therefore, to lure his thoughts 
away from his disquietude, she brought out her most win- 
some powers of pleasing ; and so well did she succeed in 
diverting him with music and conversation, that he was 
soon describing to her, with his wonted enthusiasm, the. 
plan of an essay he was preparing for publicatioiL It is 
fortunate for men, as well as women, when brain-]&'oik)hold8 
out to them a refuge from the poverty and hunger of the 
heart. 

"' I had a long talk with Horace Metcalf in my office this 
morning, Daisy," said the doctor, dropping the subject of 
the essay, and looking at his daughter with critical eyes. 
**He came in to ask my advice about preparing himself 
for a profession." 

"What, Horace Metcalf, the fastidious, the cultivated, 
the wealthy lover of ease I Has he learned that there's 
anything more noble in life than selfish enjoyment ? " 

"I think he has. Didn't he see some exhibitions of 
patience, gentleness, and self-forgetfulness in Carrhaven 
last summer, which might teach a young man that there 
were beauty and worth in life aside from the world of 
music, art, and books?" 

The doctor's keen eyes were fastened on Diantha'g 
&ce while he spoke; but there was no shrinking fi*om 
his gaze, and her oolor, always fitful and dsv'a.w.^ai^ ^-^JSs^. 
every emotion, was not to be. relied o\i a» «v\.d«i^^^ ^^ ^2S!C% 
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especial self-consciousness; and when she replied to hef 
father's question there was no tremor in her clear, sweet 
voice. ^ 

" I hf.d no intention of giving Horace Metcalf lessoDS, 
and there were no exhibitions of what you are pleased to 
term self-forgetfulness made for his benefit ; but if he has 
learned that active usefulness can yield a* higher enjoyment 
than merely living for the gratification of his tastes, I am 
truly grateful, and care not how or where he learned the 
lesson. What professiou will he choose ? " 

^ He inclines to be a physician, because his great wealth 
will enable him to give his services to those who cannot 
afford to remunerate him, and he thinks that profession 
will open to him broader channels of usefulness than any 
otherT He has already made some considerable prepara- 
tion for his work, by taking a course of medical lectures 
when he was in Germany, simply for the intellectual en- 
joyment and discipline ; and he now proposes to read under 
my tutelage for a few months. I think Horace Metcalf s 
heart, and soul, and conscience have been regenerated ; ana, 
so far as I could gather from his very modest history of 
the change in his plans and aspirations, your conversations 
with him upon the use of wealth and culture, and the 
honor and dignity of living so as to elevate others, and 
your high-toned principle and decided Christian character, 
have been the means which God's Spirit has used for his 
awakeniij^'." 

Tears dropped from Diantha's eyes upon the sewing in 
her lap ; but they were only a thank-offering to the Power 
TK 1 ich had made her simple acts an evangel to one soul 

" He talked with me also," continued the doctor, with a ; 
readiness to dwell upon the theme which his daughter^ • 
Bilence and tears rather encouraged than checked, *^ abont 
bis desire to have eBta\>\\&\i^^ Vu lELa:a'Cc!iTo^ «dl ^tssukmt j|| 
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where >oung men and women, who are ambitious, worthy, 
and destitute of means, can be prepared for useful voca- 
tions without encumb^ng themselves with debt ; where 
music, arts, sciences, ana languages shall be taught, and the 
student's choice of, and adaptation to, specific branches 
shall be consulted, without obliging him to spend months 
and years on those sciences for which he has no natural 
aptitude. He proposes to give the old Bosworth House 
and grounds, which, perhaps you know, have recently 
been bequeathed to him, for the use of the academy, 
if the state will grant an appropriation, and if individ- 
uals will assist in endowing professorships. I have for 
several years desired to see an institution established on a 
similar basis. Excellent as are our public schools, they do 
not meet a certain want. Take, for example, Bessie and 
Mary Jenks. Both these girls are quick and intelligent, 
and might readily be fitted for something that would pay 
better than housework or sewing; but they've not the 
time to take a regular course in our free schools, while, in 
ou^'^i an academy as Metcalf proposes to establish, they 
might be taught book-keeping, music, drawing, or some 
science for which they had an especial taste, and by which 
they might earn a livelihood. In fiict, my profession has 
brought me in contact with hundreds wno are sighing for 
iust such instruction as we hope this liberal academy will 
afford.'' 

"Tis a grand and noble chanty," said Diantha, with a 
light in her clear, brown eyes, and an earnest glL' iness in 
her voice, that Horace Metcalf would have regarded as 
ample payment for the Bosworth House, if he had made a 
bequest of it simply to gain her approval. 

" A noble conception, if it can be executed " a»s^N^^^^ 

the doctor; ^and young Metcalf means to ioT^^x^ \\. ^SJOa. 

jUI lie eDtbasiasm of a soul just kindled into ne^^ >^^^- ^^ 
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will have the sympathy and cooperation of several old 
families of large wealth and inflneuce, who are his connec- 
tions ; and he is so popular in aociety, that I think his 
benevolent scheme will be received with favor. I shall 
asdst him with all the means, time, and influence I can 
command. If we succeed in establishing this academy, 
perhaps Captain Ashmead may accept a professorship in 1 
it. He told me once he was prepared to teach navigation, 
mathematics, and civil engineering." 

Diantha's only answer shone in her face, and was ex< 
pressed in the impulsive grasping of her father's hand. 
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CHAPTER XXES. 

AT SBA. 

** Ho more ! a harp-string's deep and breaking tonOt 
A last, low summer breeze, a far-off swell, 
A dying echo of rich mnsic gone, 
Breathe through those words, those murmurs of fkrewell." 

HB8. HEMAHB. 

The winter waned, and Stephen did not return. The 
Aurora was detained in the Italian ports longer than her 
commander had anticipated, because of the difficulty of ob- 
taining a profitable cargo ; and when this was secured, it 
was for Liverpool, where an exchange was to be made for 
such merchandise as the owners of the Aurora desired for 
the New York market. Stephen's letters were colored 
with his natural exuberance, somewhat modified by an ex- 
perience which had matured his intellect far more than a 
year of college discipline. The detention of the Aurora 
had given him an opportunity for becoming acquainted 
with several Italian cities, and for excursions into the 
country, where his quick eye noted the dress and customs 
of the peasantry, and his ear caught every inflection of 
the musical language, as it fell from the tongues of the 
natives, who live almost entirely in the open air. In Flor- 
ence he had, through the kindness of an American gentle- 
man who was a friend of Dr. Howell, been introduced to 
Mrs. Browning; he had looked into those eyes, which 
seemed deep, living wells of thought, and had touched that 
b ind which controlled a pen of 6uc\x TBLaiitN08io\xa» ^oNR^-t — ^ 

18 
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favor that, to one of Stephen's enthasiastic temperament^ 
would be a life-long memory of gladness. He had visited 
the houses where Dante and Michael Angelo lived, and 
had wrought, and left so much to mould future generations, 
which the waves of time and changing dynasties had failed 
to efface. Rome, with its ruins, its St. Peter's, its pictures, 
statuary, and sacred associations, exhausted Stephen's vo- 
cabulary, and, as he wrote Diantha, " he needed a new lan- 
guage in which to describe Naples, with its picturesque 
bay, its palaces, churches, and public institutions, the ai^e- 
inspiring Vesuvius, and ruins of lava-drowned cities." ^ 

And when the Aurora was ready for her return voyage, 
Stephen cast many a loving, lingering glance back upon 
the turrets and domes of Naples, the clear waters of the 
bay, which mirrored the vermeil-dyed evening clouds, and 
the smoke-wreathed summit of Vesuvius, to his young 
eyes draped in a veil of poetic thought. 

Even Captain Ashmead, who was familiar with the sce- 
nery of the Mediterranean, stood upon the deck of the 
Aurora until the sunset paled, and the shores of the Bay 
were lost in haze, apparently so filled with the soft, grace- 
ful beauty and harmony of the hour as to be unmindful of 
the canvas wings and favoring wind which were wafting 
his ship over her billowy path. 

Though to a casual observer Captain Ashmead's thoughts 
seemed far away from the helm near which he stood, not 
a movement of it, nor a flutter of the sails, was lost upon 
his keenly observant and practised eye, as was evident 
from the instructions which were quietly but clearly given 
to his subordinates. Leaving his mate in command of 
the forward deck. Captain Ashmead went aft, and jomed 
Stephen. 
" This is a rarely beautiful night, even for this southen 
latitude" he said. " Cou\A SiXv^tXxai^Vi^ xasst^^ f&YoraUe for 
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the birth of poetic &ncies than the shimmer of the moon- 
light upon these waves, the orange-scented land breezes^ 
the cloudy crest of the volcano, and the numberless white-, 
winged ships that glide, phantom-like, across the bay? I 
could almost write a poem on such a night. Of what are 
yon thinking, St^hen ? ^ 

"Not so much of the beauty and richness of the old city 
we are leaving, nor of the grace and harmony of this moon- 
light evening, as of *my home in Hanthrop, and the life 
tfa^ stretches out before me. I'm wondering if I shall dis- 
lappoint 'fether and Di." 

** In what way ? ^ 

*' Well, they think there is the making of a man in m% 
and Fm afraid I shall never have the perseverance and 
the strength of will to accomplish what they have a right 
to expect. Fm unstable, captain, and constantly crave 
novelty and excitement. Can I hope to excel in any^ 
thing?" 

" Your very want of confidence is a prophecy in your 
favor. To know that you lack steadiness of purpose and 
strength is but the dawn of better days for one of your age 
and temperament. Those tfkits of character which you 
are conscious of lacking can be cultivated and developed 
by study; but when a young man is satisfied with his 
growth, self assured, and ' wiser in his own conceit than ten 
men who can render a reason,' I would almost as soon at- 
tempt to turn the Gulf Stream into a new channel as to 
change his course. You have energy, enthusiasm, and in- 
tellectual ability ; and these traits, tempered and directed 
by charity and that wisdom ' which cometh from above,' 
must achieve success in almost any vocation. I predict 
that your father and sister will rejoice in the strength and 
harvest of your manhood, as they do now in the promise 
of your youth." 
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•* There hasn't been much rejoicing over me, captain, 
for the last year. I've given Di a world of anxiety with 
my foggy philosophy and transcendentalism, my thirst for 
something new, and my lack of purpose. But thanks to 
&ther, and Di, and yourself, I can see a rift in the clouds." 

" A man's soul must have the anchor of a living, glowing, 
tangible faith, Staphen, else he is like a ship without helm, 
rudder, or chart ; he vay carry canvas enough, but without 
this anchor he will drift as aimlessly as a balloon." 

" Ashmead, may I ask how long you've known this an- 
chor of which you speak so confidently ? " 

"'Tis just one year ago to-day since a tenderly persua- 
sive woman's voice sung in my hearing, *' Come unto Me, 
all ye that labor and are heavy-laden, and I will give you 
rest.' I had been for weeks blindly seeking that rest ; but 
the peculiar rendering of that passage was a beacon, a rev- 
elation, to me ; it made the way as clear as the path our 
ship leaves in her wake. And this evening, above the ves- 
per-chimes, above the foreign jargon, and the confusion of 
clearing port, I heard that ' Come unto Me ; ' and the plead- 
ing pathos of the voice held the pulses of my being in a| 
sweet a thrall as when it drew me into the light one year 
ago." 

The friends sat for many minutes in that silence which 
is golden, when the soul is freighted with sweetly sacred 
memories, and thought is too rich and tender for speech; 
and Stephen wondered why Captain Ashmead, always so 
frank and communicative, had never referred to the sing- 
ing of that passage before. " It must have been.Di's voice," 
he thought ; and then many of the captain's moods which 
had puzzled Stephen were suddenly unveiled ; the tender- 
ness and reverence with which Diantha's name had been 
uttered, and the eager interest he had manifested in Ste* 
pben's letters frovc Hanthrop, -wex^ no \ow^<&r a mystory,. 
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Stephen spoke at last, mach as if he were thinking 
aloud. 

"There's a wonderful power in Daisy's singing; one par- 
ticular manifestation of it comes very clearly before me now. 
When we were at Carrhaven last summer, Metcalf urged her, 
one Sabbath evening, to sing a passage from his favorite 
opera, and he was at once wannly seconded by his mother, 
who is a professing Christian, and a woman whom Daisy also 
loves and honors. I watched the contest in her heart be- 
tween her desire to please her friends, her fear of a phari- 
saical assumption of superior piety, and her unwillingness 
to desecrate the Sabbath by singing what would have 
brought before us, by the laws of association, all the para- 
phernalia of the opera-house. Without saying a word, shq 
went to the piano, and sang that sweetest of all passages 
from the Oratorio of the Messiah, — 

' I know that my Redeemer liyeth.' 

The purity, power, and tenderness of her voice were so en- 
hanced by her earnestness and her manifest faith in this liv- 
ing Redeemer, that we were lifted above the summer even- 
ing, and could almost see the angel rolling the stone from 
the door of the sepulchre ; and if moist eyes are more elo- 
quent thanks than words, then Daisy received her reward. 
We were at Carrhaven nearly a week after this, and Metcalf . 
never regained his confident, easy, self-conscious air of su- 
periority. I believe if his fine intellect and large, sunny 
nature are roused from his indolent enjoyment of wealth 
to worthy action, Daisy's voice will be the awakening 
power." 

Captain Ashmead made no reply, though his face had 
shown a deep interest in the narration ; but when he spoke 
again, his thoughts seemed far removed from the aln^x^^ 
at Carrhaven, 



1 
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^Fmnot inperstitioas, Stephen, but Fm haunted with 
the fear to-night that I shall never take the Aurora into 
an American port again. Pve no fears for the ship ; she's 
new and seaworthy; but a prophetic voice aeems con- 
0tantly whispering that my life-voyage is nearly over.'' 

** Why, captain, this moonlight is too intense and over- 
powering with its loveliness, just as the odor of some 
blossoming trees oppresses us with too much sweetness; 
and then, perhaps, the stagnant life and the decay of these 
old Italian cities have affected your spirits. You are one 
of the last men I should ever suspect of indulging in fool- 
ish fancies. You are as strong and hearty as a clear con- 
science and good digestion can make a person, and nearly 
.as practical and sensible as father and Daisy are." 

^ It may be a foolish whim, Stephen, but there can be 
no harm in my telling you that a nervous fancy, for which 
I can give no substantial reason, has taken almost com- 
plete possession of my thoughts ; in fact, ever since the 
night when I searched the streets of Naples for poor 
McDonald, a slow poison has seemed to be lurking in my 
veins. Now, I want you to show a brave courge worthy 
of your fkther and sister, should the Aurora be left with- 
out a commander. 

"McDonald, as you know, is a thorough sailor, a strong, 
reliable man when liquor can be kept from him ; and as 
you have become familiar with the management^f the 
ship, I shall trust her to you and to the mate, and ibill re- 
cord my wishes in the log-book before I sleep. You've 
won the love of the sailors with your stories and your 
songs, and by showing an interest in their work; and 
there's not a man on board but will obey your orders, 
especially if , you show confidence in your own knowledge . 
of navigation, and work harmoniously with MoDiHiald.' 
Ton see now why I adViaeSi ^ou \.q \as&Lfe ^owc way to 
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Paris, spend a few days with your mother and sister, and 
then join the Aurora in Liverpool, or return to New York 
in a steamer. Perhaps I should have ^ven you more 
definite reasons for my advice ; but I had such confidence 
in your ability to take the ship back to her owners with 
McDonald's aid, and such a strong desire to have you near 
me, that I did not oppose your wish to return in the 
Aurora as emphatically as I might have.'' 

Captain Ashmead spoke with evident reluctance, and 
with an intensity of feeling not in keeping with his plain, 
practical, unadorned speech, and Stephen's ready flow of 
words was checked by reverence for his friend's emotion. 

They parted for the night without further mention of 
the theme that so agitated the captain, but with a fervent 
clasp of hands, which was Stephen's pledge of such assist* 
ance and support as grateful love and courage could ren- 
der. Captain Ashmead was on deck with the first blush 
of day, cheerful and hearty. He examined critically every 
part of the ship's rigging and machinery, and looked after 
the comfort of his men with as much apparent forgetful- 
ness of self as if no heavier shadows rested on his heart 
than the Aurora cast upon the sea. The wind was favor- 
able, and under a full press of canvas the good ship swept 
out of the Mediterranean, and turned her prow towards 
England : and meanwhile her brave commander made no 
sign, and let fall no word, which could remind Stephen of 
the fbars he had expressed on the first evening of their 
homeward passage. But on the fifth morning every voice 
on boarjd the Aurora was hushed to a whisper ; every face 
was clouded with anxiety, and it seemed as if each sail 
drooped under the consciousness of an impending sorrow. 

Captain Ashmead was alarmingly ill. He had been 
suddenly seized with congestive chills during tbj^ tlv^^c^ 
followed with a malignant type o£ feN«t\ ^\A ^XfcTjsiRs^ 
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Howell, the only one on shipboard who knew anything 
about the trea:ment of disease, remained by the captain's 
couch daring the three days and nights of bis suffering, 
only leaving him long enough to refresh himself with food, 
and to consult with McDonald about the management of 
the ship. In his delirium Captain Ashmead's thoughts 
floated back to the Stella's wreck, the Bonsecour Home, 
and the gentle ministrations of Diantha. Her name was 
often coupled with his mother's, as be pleaded for a cool- 
ing draught, or the singing of some old tune, or the touch 
of her hand upon his throbbing temples. In his occa- 
sional lucid intervals his attention was turned towards the 
interests of the Aurora and the welfare of his men. On 
the third day after his attack the fever appeared to have 
conquered the captain's powers of resistance. He had, 
probably, never recovered from the storm that wrecked 
the Stella, and was therefore less able to contend with 
disease. He lay prostrate and exhausted, perfectly con- 
scious of his condition; and though speaking with great 
difficulty, he gave Stephen and McDonald minute instruc- 
tions regarding the ship's cargo, and requested each sailor 
to be brought to his couch for a farewell message and 
blessing, and to receive from his own hands a token of 
regard. 

When left alone with Stephen, he asked, — 

"How far from Liverpool does McDonald make the 
ship?" 

" Not more than thirty-six hours, if the wind continues 
favorable." 

'^I shall not see the land again. My life b ebbing with 
this tide." 

Stephen could make no reply. He had more than onoe 
Been the approacii of the last messenger to some poor sotdi 
when visiting with his fatliet ftife"Bo\i«»<iws20^waft^^3a.db!8 
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recognised the shadow that was rapidly creeping over his 
xiend's face. He held a stimulant to the parched lips, and 
IS he bathed the calm forehead, and lifted from it the 
lamp masses of hair, tears fell from the young man's eyes 
ipon the nerveless hands of the sufferer. They roused 
lim for a few minutes from the lethargy and faintness 
prhich benumbed his senses. 

" This is a hard trial for you, my friend ; but remember 
^our presence is a solace to me in this struggle. Can you 
read the burial-service over my poor body ? " 

" If a clergyman from Liverpool — " Stephen could not 
Snish the sentence. 

" When the sea gives up her dead, it will not matter 
svhere my body has rested. Tell your sister I fall asleep 
with the blessed assurance that I shall awake satisfied in 
Ohrist's presence, and that her hand and her voice have 
led me to this sweet peace and rest. Ask her to wear the 
pearl ring and cross which you will find in my sea-chest, 
n remembrance of one who, for the last year, has craved 
the privilege of protecting her with his great love. Tell 
tier not to allow any grief or regret for me to sadden her, 
3r to come between her and the crowning blessing of a 
nroman's life." 

These sentences fell slowly and at intervals from the 
3aptain's lips, and several times during their utterance his 
iongue seemed no longer able to obey the behest of his 
jpirit. 

After a few minutes of silence, while Stephen held the 
3old hand and watched the failing breath, an exultant 
jmile transfigured the wan face, and in a clear voice he ex- 
3laimed, " Come unto Me ; " and Captain Ashmead's earth- 
ly mission was accomplished. 

Stephen Howell, intelligent and susceptible^ could t\q1 
witnesB that victory over death wit3iou\i ^^^yci^^'kc&w^^ 
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the Infinite Love which had sustained his friend. And 
while the Aurora was quarantined at the mouth of the 
Mersey, waiting permission to discharge her cargo, Stephen 
gained that knowledge which has been promised to all 
who seeL 
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CHAPTER yyy- 

btbphen's bbtubv. 



*' I hold it true, whatever befall — • 

I feel it when I sorrow most; 

'Tis better to have loved and losty 
Than never to have loved at all." 

Tenvybov, 



>HEN wrote from Naples, just as the Aurora was 
y port, that she might be expected in New York 
t of March. Was there a softer light in Diantha's 
sweeter cadence in her voice, and more graceful 
cy in her movements when the maples first began 
h under the capricious glances of the March sun ? 
well thought so ; and though the thought was ac- 
lied with a sigh, it did not bring such regret as 
le first learned that his daughter was not as com* 
his own as his parental love would have kept her. 
hen's hearty eulogiums of Captain Ashmead had 
ar towards reconciling the doctor to what he feared 
levitable. The scientific academy, which Horace 
fs influence had pushed rapidly forward, promised 
lent and congenial employment for the captain be- 
le close of the year ; and if his flower must bloom 
another- man's hearth, the doctor trusted she would 
so near him that he could have her cooperation and 
thy in his work, and the perfume of her love to 
n his toiL And Dr. Howell, never inclined to bov* 
oubl ^, comforted himself witli t\iA taA&^atttsi^^ ^^^»% 
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however confidently man might propose, God was the dis- 
poser of human af&irs. 

Diantha, scarcely knowing why the March skies wore a 
brighter hue, why tfie winds were laden with aromatic 
odorsy — forgetting, in her glad expectancy, that 

" Nature wears the color of the spirit," — 

came down to the breakfast-parlor one morning to find her 
father standing with a grave face, and his eyes so riveted 
on the letter he was reading, as to appear unconscious of 
her presence until her hand was laid upon his arm. 

" Daisy, why didn't you give me more time ? " he ex- 
claimed, remembering only that he had not yet thought 
how best to reveal the contents of that letter. 

"More time, dear father? We are ten minutes later 
than usual this morning, because I wanted to' finish a letter 
for the early mail. You can read your letters while I pour 
the coflTee. Is your news so very important ? " she asked ; 
and then, observing the emotion in her father's face, and 
that rarest of all sights, tears in his eyes, she added 
quickly, — 

"What has happened? Has the Aurora been heard 
from ? " 

"My dear child, here's a letter from Stephen, filled with 
Buch sad news for us both, and yet containing so much that 
should lift our hearts above soitow, that I hardly know 
whether to rejoice or weep." 

Dr. Howell looked at Diantha's fading color and eagerly 
questioning eyes, and paused. 

" Go on, father ; the Aurora is lost I " came with a wail- 
ing moan from Diantha's lips. 

" No, Daisy, the Aurora was safely anchored at Liver- 

•^ol when Stephen wrote ; but Captain Ashmead died at 
"scarcely a day' sail ftom if oxt'' 
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t was all — only a sadden eclipse of her life's snn ; 
sart was too uDquestioning in its love and faith to 
t or rebel ; she might bend beneath the storm for 
ir, but God had sent it. 

lall I read you Stephen's letter?" asked the doctor, 
he had placed Diantha on a sofa, had held a stima- 
> her pale lips, had chafed her cold hands, and lifted 
iris from her forehead with his tenderest caresses, 
fing by look, and touch, SLud word, the most delicate 
thy. O _ 

yon please. Edna has come in. Can she listen to 
iding?" 

e may as well learn it in this way as in any other ; ^ 
>r. Howell drew the little maiden to his side, and 
i her with one arm while he read : — 
jsterday I closed the eyes of the truest, bravest man 
ever known ; and I pray God so sad a service may 
fall to my hands again. Captain Ashmead died at 
:er an illness of three days — if that may be called 
which triumphs over the flesh, and ushers the spiiit 
ternal peace, and rest, and joy; and to-day, dear 
I read above his remains the burial-service for the 
md saw the waves part to receive in their embrace 
•dy that had clothed one of the noblest spirits ever 
to man." Edna, with a low cry and sob, slipped 
he doctor's embrace and fled from the room ; but 
Diantha made a languid movement to follow her 
the doctor laid a restraining hand upon her arm, 

ait, Daisy, until you've heard what occasion we 
or rejoicing, and Stephen's own words be§t por- 

55 

•w I know the truth and the power of l\i^ ^s^*ei^^<^\\^ 
yjien this mortal shall have put on \mTSiatXaX^'^^^^'^ 
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death shall be swallowed up in victory.' In the presence 
of the death angel, my own soul stood before me un- 
masked — my useless, selfish, sinful life looked hateM ; the 
fog in which I have been floating for months, without chart 
or compass, was scattered by rays from the divine source 
of truth. 1 felt that ' if only in this life we have hope, wo 
are of all men most miserable ; ' but I have dared lay my 
burden at the feet of the pitying, loving Christ; have 
dared hope for pardon, Amembering the infinitude of His 
love and mercy ; have <^wd permit my soul to reach for- 
ward into the eternal and invisible world for strength to 
elevate and dignify the pursuits of this. I cannot write 
to-day ; my heart is full of the inexpressible solemnity and 
majesty of my friend's death and burial : the waves seem 
constantly chanting a requiem. Our ship is in sight of 
harbor, but she will probably be obliged to lie in quaran- 1 
tine for ten or twelve days ; and during that time I shall 
write to Captain Ashmead's mother and sister." 

" You see, Daisy, our griefe and mercies are so tempered 
and mingled that while we must weep for a lost fiiend, we 
rejoice in the remembrance that for him 'to die was gain;' 
and for Stephen's victory let us thank God;" and Dr. 
Howell knelt by his daughter's side, lifling up his voice in 
such grateful thanksgiving as we may dare think angela 
chant over one soul that repenteth. 

Diantha wept in her father's arms until she could look 
steadfastly into his eyes, and promise him that her sorrow 
and disappointment should be laid where they could not 
embitter her life ; and when he left her, she remembered 
Edna's passionate grie^ and the necessity for her to soothe 
it. In comforting the child she found her own heart ac- 
cepting the assurance that the peace and joy which are 
born of grief are purer and sweeter for their baptism of 
tears ; Tiat the light 'w\i\Ci\i «k\SX ^Q»\i^ >o^\\A >3w^ Wff 
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oud would gain a new lustre from this temporary eclipse. 
he did not leave Edna's chamber until she could say, 
My soul trusteth in Thee ; in the shadow of Thy wings 
ill I make my refuge, until these calamities be overpast." 
How many tears, heaitaches, and withered hopes can be 
ound up in one short sentence ! Thousands may glance 
irelessly at those three words, " died at sea ; " but only 
ir a few fond hearts are they freighted with woe. 
That pulseless form, resting beneath the waves until 
the sea shall give up its dead,'' tkgs the staff and solace 
r a silver-haired mother, whose dim eyes will no longer 
eed to watch wistfully the shipping news. The Aurora 
ill never again bear into port that strong, honest heart ; 
ad so the mother folds, with trembling hands and falling 
^rs, the garments her love has fashioned in readiness for 
lat son's return, and presses her pale lips upon each trifle 
allowed by his touch. The shadow is heavy and dark 
lat hangs over the parsonage, whose fireside will never 
rain be enlivened by Captain Ashmead's genial laugh and 
toy speech ; but 'tis lifted by that strong faith which looks 
jyond the deep waters and the mystery of death, to the 
ock of Ages and the "continuing city." 
And in another home a young heart drinks to the dregs 
3 first bitter cup of grief, and buries a sweet hope, and 
len walks the earth a ministering spirit, with serene face, 
id a perfume as of crushed flowers clinging to the mantle 
' charity that in wraps her ; and an orphan girl cries out, 
Se was my mamma's friend and Nathan's I and I have so 
w to love I " Her sorrow, like a summer cloud, is dis- 
Ived in tears, which Diantha's gentle hand wipes away, 
hike her soft voice reminds the sobbing girl of Christ's 
tying love and her manifold blessings. 
Diantha's nature was too healthful, active^ ^.n^ V)\3lq»^^:i^ 
^ brood ever and magnify her losB by ae\i\.\txi^\iV»^^ xi^xsx* 
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ishing it. Fortunately for her at this crisis, Mrs. Howell's 
ahsence brought upon her all the domestic cares of the 
household; ani being too conscientious, and too watchful 
of her father's comfort, to neglect one of the petty details 
which added to the attractions of his home, they were a 
wholesome diversion to her thoughts. Then her natural 
inclinations, her love of study, and her desire to ^ve her 
father the companionship, sympathy, and encouragement 
in his literary labors which she knew he craved and found 
in her, proved not only an efficacious stimulant to her mind, 
but a healing and solace to her heart. 

The poor families who looked to Diantha for counsel and 
material aid, the inmates of the Orphan Asylum, and the 
sufferers at the Bonsecour, did not dream they were help- 
ing their " angel of mercy " through deep waters, where her 
trembling feet might have stumbled and faltered, and her j 
r-^ bruised heart might have paused dismayed, but for the 
V. '^ncouragment to push bravely forward which their neces- j 
^^ties held out. Edna Shreve's dependence, her clin^g 
love, and her quick perceptions were not without their 
sweet and inspiring uses to Diantha. 

So self-forgetful, single-minded, and cheerful did she 
seem, so noble were the ministrations of her hands during 
this spring, that even her intimate friend, Mrs. Metcalf, did j 
not suspect she was concealing any deep grief. Notwith- j 
standing the twenty-five years which separated the elder 
lady from her young friend, they had many pursuits, tastes, 
and sympathies in common, while, strong and tender love i 
for each other drew them almost daily together. They ' 
were interested in the same charities, read and discussed 
the same authors, and in their walks, drives, and readings 
Horace Metcalf found abundant opportunities to share their 
labors and pleasures. Diantha had learned to think his 
friendship an essent.ia\\)ea\x\ABLftt Q>^\L'st ^^^Vd^beforeste . 
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turned to it as a solace for the loss of that love which she 
had dared hope was hers. 

For ten days the Aurora lay at quarantine in the harbor 
of Liverpool, and another week was consumed in the con- 
signment of her cargo and the reloading of the ship accord- 
ing to the instructions of the owners, who had forwarded 
letters for Captain Ashmead to their Liverpool agents. 

Stephen acted as supercargo of the ship, because his 
deceased friend had invested him with authority so to act ; 
but in every important step he consulted with the Liver- 
pool house, which had extensive dealings with the owners 
of the Aurora. He would have returned by steamer to 
New York, but for his desire to execute, as far as possible, 
Captain Ashmead's wishes. 

He was unwilling to assume with the mate, McDonald, 
the responsibility of commanding the Aurora ; not t^at he 
lacked confidence in the mate's seamanship, but in his in- 
tegrity. Rumors of civil war in the United States gnd the 
closing of southern ports had reached them before they 
left Italy, and he had accidentally oi^^erh^ard the mate 
affirm, that to command a blockade-runner would give 
him just the exciting, daring kind of life he thirsted for; 
that handsome fortunes would be made by running mer- # 
chandise into southern cities ; and that the Aurora wdUlS ^ 
be a capital ship for such purposes. Therefore, with the 
advice and assistance of the Liverpool agents, an ef&9$ff^ 
English capiain was secured to command the Aurora, a^d. ^ 
as McDonald showed his colors by refusing to sav under 
a captain, he was discharged by the agents of PriAe & Dil? 
lingham, and Stephen served as mate. A warm frieudshiMj^ ^ 
was cemented between this reticent, middle-a|^ En^is^V^ 
Captain Baker and the impulsive young man who yf^ so 
intimately associated with him, which piON^ oii vws^'^caia.- ^ 
ble Berrice to both. ^ 

19 
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The Aurora made good time on her homeward passage, 
and Stephen, with eager delight, hailed the American shore 
in season to see the rejuvenating of the old earth. As soon 
afler delivering up the ship's records to her owners as 
steam could convey him, he stood under his father's joo^ 
rejoicing in such measure as only an unusual exposure to 
the perils of sea and land, together with a peculiar expan- 
sion and enriching of the heart and soul, could induce. 

" You should see what I have seen, and feel what I have 
felt, during the last six months, to know the rapture and 
thankfulness that thrills me now," Stephen said, when his 
joy had so spent itself in tears that it could find expression 
in words. 

" Your experience has been ours, so far as the tenderest 
love and sympathy could make it, my boy ; we have seen 
with your eyes and heard with your ears ever since the 
sailing of the Aurora, and most emphatically your grieving 
and your rejoicing have been ours," answered the doctor; 
and then, in a lighter tone, with the intent of turning the 
current of emotion into a channel broad and shallow enough 
to permit the ripples of ordinary speech, he added, — 

" But you are so changed that to call you * my boy ' 
seems wanting in deference to your added inches, as well 
as to the manliness your experience has developed. You 
are wonderfully improved, Stephen ; " and the father might 
'have been forgiven if he looked somewhat proudly, not 
alone upon the " added inches," but upon the finely sensi- 
tive face, on which was stamped a dignity^ a high-toned 
purpose, and an earnest decision which were wanting six 
months before. 

"I wish I could ionestly say the same for you and Di; 
but you look care-worn, and Di has lost color and flesh; 
and Edna, too, has been growing out of all remembrance 
.of me:' 

u 
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For answer, the young girl came forward with extended 
hands and radiant face, saying, " You know I couldn't for- 
get you, and I shall like you better than ever, because you 
were Captain Ashmead's friend." 

"We have all been very anxious since we heard the 
Aurora was quarantined in Liverpool, fearful lest you 
mi^ht be stricken with the fever, and feeling with you 
much of the care and responsibility which the death of 
your fi-iend threw upon you ; and without doubt Daisy and 
I look a little worn," said the doctor. 

"But your, coming will brighten us all, Stephen; we 
•couldn't have a better tonic," Diantha affirmed. 

" I shall make it my especial mission for a few weeks to 
ieep your spirits and your color at high tide, even if I have 
to cany your soups, bundles, and baskets into all the lanes 
and alleys of Hanthrop, besides assisting father in his 
most disagreeable jobs. I reckon there would be a beauty, 
and dignity, and zest about such service that I've never 
known \before." There was a light in Stephen's eyes as 
he spoke, revealing the true greatness to which his soul had 
climbed. 

The evening was spent by Stephen in narrating the 
many incidents of travel which could not be written, and 
in a description of Captain Ashmead's last days. The 
weeks that had passed since Diantha and Edna heard of 
their friend's decease had brought to them both a self- 
command and submission which enabled them to listen to 
Stephen's narration with composure. Grie^ when accepted 
as God's discipline, hallows the heart and matures the in« 
tellect. 

" Come to my chamber a minute, Daisy," Stephen said, 
as they were separating for the night ; and when they were 
alone he drew from his portmanteau the ring and ctcMai 
intrusted to him by Captain Ashmead, ea.yiTi%> — 
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• 

^ I couldn't sleep until I had delivered his messages and 
his gifts to you." 

It was meet that her lost friend's gift should receive the 
chrism of tears that fell from Diantha's eyes when she 
placed it on as pure and unselfish a hand as ever wore 
pearls ; and it was not strange that a gift bequeathed in so 
solemn and tender a manner should have been worn as a 
symbol of the higher and more sacred consecration of her 
heart to One in whose pure sight *^ a meek and quiet spirit ^ 
is woman's fairest adorning. 
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CHAPTER XXXT. 

HABYESTING. 

« For pain, death, sorrow, sent 
Unto our chastisement; 
For all loss of seemingf good, 
Quicken our gratitude." 

DuBiNa the summer that followed Captain Ashmead's 
death, while our country paused to pay toll in human 
blood over the smooth turnpike of our sins, and while the 
strongest faith could hardly recognize " the pillar of fire and 
cloud " as an angel of God's providence, when the terrible 
reality of a nation's grief and humiliation caused many 
hearts to rise above private sorrows, Diantha did not sit 
with folded hands, brooding over her own loss. She ac- 
cepted the work which the nation's necessities brought to 
her as an instrument of mercy; and this work ingrafted 
upon her life more richly and deeply the gmces of that 
" charity which suffereth long, and is kind." She went to 
Hollyville, with Stephen and Edna, to spend a few days 
with Captain Ashmead's mother and sister, and found that 
while "sorrow builds a bridge between mourning hearts," 
sympathy, patience, and hope may ovei-spread it with ver- 
dure and blossoms. 

It was not easy for one of Stephen Howell's ardent and 
susceptible nature to remain quiet when his country had 
need of strong limbs and brave hearts*, li^ ^ncvqJA.X^sc^'^ 
rushed impetuously to the rescue oi oxwc di^orast^^ *^^% 
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when the first call for troops quickened the great pulse of 
the nation's heart but for his father's restraining counsel. 
Dr. Howell was not a politician, and his liberal culture, his 
deep and broad Christian charity, enabled him to look at 
the disturbing causes dispassionately, and with unpreju- 
diced vision. He saw a strength ancl unity of purpose in 
the South for which few gave thein credit, which he felt 
would make the contest a long and serious one, and would 
imperatively demand all the courage, earnestness, and mns- 

/ cje of the North. When Horace Metcalf and Stephen 
yearned to answer the first call for troops, he showed them 
how much more advantageously they might serve their 
country in her hour of peril by firet securing an armor; 
and that armor must be the ability to use their intellectual, 
moral, and physical strength to some purpose. Young 
Metcalf required only a few weeks of practical service in a 
hospital to be ready for the duties of a surgeon ; and Ste- 
phen, with some little difficulty, was persuaded to prepare 
himself to save lives, instead of throwing himself into the 
ranks, where, without discipline, his hands and head would 
be of comparatively little avail to his country. 

In the dark hour that followed the first great disastrous 
battle, when consternation and dismay hung like a heavy 
pall over tl>e land, then Dr. Howell, accompanied by his 
two pupils, went to the front ; and wherever skilful treat- 
ment, patience, and tenderness could alleviate the suffer- 
ings of the wounded and fever-stricken soldiers, these three 
men were to be found. 

And at home Mrs. Metcalf and Diantha watched, and 
prayed, and stitched upon the coaree blue shirts, and vis- 
ited the soldiers' families, showing in their homely work 
and patient waiting a heroism as true and lofty as throbbed 
beneath the e])aulets of the bravest officer, and perhaps 

rendering their country as ei^daiiX. ««tN\a^, 
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It was a rare bit of gossip for the " Metropolitan " — the 
journal thao so delicately and judiciously served up polite 
literature for the " best society," sifting and winnowing it 
of such honest grain as might have given some hungry soul 
a nourishing crumb of thought — to record the marriage 
of Hortense, only daughter of Ralph Goodenow, Esq., to 
Sir Sydney Dearbon ; married in Paris to an English bar- 
onet, with a brilliant company, including all the attaches 
of the American embassy, to witness the ceremony ! and 
the Metropolitan described the gilding of the affair with 
as much apparent relish as if it were a union that would 
help cement the pacific relations of England and America, 
while sentimental young ladies read the elaborate para- 
graph, and floated away into dream-land on visions of ba- 
ronial halls, hereditary jewels, brocades, and laces. Could 
they have known how empty and worthless Sir Sydney's 
title was, they would have thanked God for democratic in- 
stitutions, which cpowned labor with dignity, and stamped 
honest endfeavor with a patent of nobility. 

The young baronet in question, having lost his fortune 
at the gaming-tables of Baden, and having impoverished 
and benumbed his brain and heart with riotous living, of- 
fered his empty title to the pretty Miss Goodenow, who was 
reputed an heiress in Baden and Paris, hopi% thereby to 
secure not only immunity to his handsome person from 
awkward arrests, but the means to propitiate his tailor, 
who had in several instances proved selfishly persistent in 
claiming an equivalent for the fashionable attire in which 
the baronet made his conquests. 

Ralph Goodenow's shrewdness had been matched by Sir 
Sydney's, and lulled by the representations of his wife and 
daugliter, who insisted that the title would be a better card 
in polite society than wealth. The baTO\i^\, ^\^ w<5N»\k:^ 
claiai to large />bssessioD8, but spoke "V^ga^^ o^ ^ ^"^"^ *^^ 
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Chancery, which must eventually be decided in his favor, 
giving hira an estate in the north of England. H^ inti- 
mated that a large tract of land in a coal-mining district 
in Wales belonged to him, and would yield a handsome 
income, if he had the business tact to organize a company, 
and open a mine. He did not think it essential to tell his 
future father-in-law that heavy mortgages covered the land 
in Wales, or that the estate in Chancery would be swal- 
lowed up by the costs of litigation — disagreeable facts al- 
ways announce themselves ; and Ralph Goodenow, seeing 
a large field for successful stock speculations in this unde- 
veloped land in Wales, did not ask to look at title-deeds, 
but gave his consent to the marriage. 

Both father and lover were desirous of consummating 
the union as speedily as possible, as both were afraid of 
developments which might throw impediments in the way 
of the matrimonial negotiations. In the first place, the 
brilliant and accomplished young secretary of legation 
had been advised by his superior in office to resign his hon- 
ors, because his passion for wine and cards seriously inter- 
fered with his official duties. He had received intimations 
from the Cabinet at Washington that he was to be "re- 
lieved" from the cares of state, and the GoodenowsVished 
the raan-iag^olemnized before their connection with the 
American embassy was severed, as such a rupture might 
make a difference in the bestowal of Sir Sydney's title. 
Then Ralph Goodenow had been so successful at the gam- 
ing-tables of Paris and Baden as to secure for himself the 
distinguished regards of the police and civil authorities; 
their critical observation and marked attentions must be 
concealed from the baronet ; and moreover, to aVoid a moie 
intimate acquaintance with these dignitaries, both father 
and son were making private arrangements for a speedy 
return to New York. And a^^ ^vc '^^^w^^j ^v\ \i^ \liink 
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it prudent for certain idiosyncrasies of his own — such, for 
instance, is his aristocratic indifference to the ways and 
means by which his bills were paid — to be known to his 
future relatives, he showed quite as much impatience in 
hastening the wedding festivities as policy would permit. 
They were mamed the first of October, afker an acquaint- 
ance of two months, and went directly to Rome for the^ 
winter, where, so long as they spent money freely, feifr 
questions would be asked about their antecedents. 

The civil war in the United States held out many in- 
ducements for Ralph Goodenow and his son to return. 

They were not drawn by their country's necessities to 
offer the service of hand, or purse, or brain ; patriotism was 
an emotion of which they had no conception, and their na- 
tive land was valued only as an arena for stock-jobbing 
and money-making operations. In this crisis the shrewd 
eyes of the elder man saw rare possibilities for amassing 
riches: a position in the army, a government contract, 
something which would wear the outwUrd semblance of 
serving his country, and at the same time afford him ample 
opportunities for securing money, was the magnet which 
drew Ralph Goodenow honie ; and Arthur, with no higher 
or more loyal motives, followed in his father's steps. 

Mrs. Ralph's ambition was not unequally yoked with her 
husband's; to astonish New York friends with the variety 
and magnificence of her Parisian wardrobe, to decorate her 
house with foreign ornaments, and to spice her limping 
gi'amraar with French phrases and allusions to Sir Sydney, 
were motives sufficiently high to satisfy this fine lady's 
heart. 

Mrs. Arthur Goodenow saw abundant novelty and diver- 
sion in the political intriguing which she knew would be 
necessary to secure her husband an office, ArtKu^ ^CkVxL^ 
Bt once repair to Washington, an a^^vc^ioX. iot \0^n5^^^ ^^ 
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military boDors; and life in the capital, where the ofBcera 
of the grand army of the Potomac had no more serious 
occupation than to ornament ladies' drawing-rooms with 
their uniforms, promised to Louise just the excitement for 
which she thirated. 

Mrs. Howell, of course, accompanied her dear Lou back 
to America. Indeed, she would have been obliged to 
return, if, as she told her friends, " the unhappy strife be- 

; twecn the North and South had not precipitated the 

j return of her daughter," inasmuch as "the remnant of 

I her first husband's bequest" would not have permitted a 

' longer residence in Paris ; and Dr. Howell adhered to his 

first resolve, not to increase this remnant while she re- 

! mained abroad with people who were so repugnant to him. 

I The Goodenows arrived in New York late in October, 

and Dr. Howell, having been apprised of their coming, 

' went to the city to meet his wife. He was not surprised 

to find her looking worn and thin, for her letters had in- 

» formed him of her constant succession of exciting and 

wearing pleasures. She had flitted from city to city 
with the Goodenows, who, with their craft and self-assur- 
ance, had obtained such letters of introduction to Ameri- 
can officials in foreign cities as had secured for them 
invitations to balls, receptions, and dinners, and had made 
their foreign tour little more than a brilliant panoramic 
exhibition of dressing and eating. 

But if Dr. Howell was prepared to find his wife worn 
with her fashionable masquerading, he did not expect to 
see the harassed, restless look that marred the well-pre- 
served beauty of her face. She was evidently dissatisfied 
w'th her relatives and her surroundings, but such fascina- 
tion and magnetism did the chains possess that she had 
Dct the moral courage to ca«V. Wi^moff. 
Dr. Howell had to aUend \.o ^ovcv^ \yQLiYw»s» ^^in^*^ 
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publishers and the Sanitary Coramission, and was obliged 
to spend a couple of days with his wife's friends at the St. 
Nicholas Hotel, — the elegant home of the Goodenows, on 
Montague Square, not being ready for the occupation of its 
owners ; and while thus associated with them, his quick eye 
and ear detected some of the causes for his wife's tired and 
disturbed appearance ; and with that delicacy and tender 
consideration for her which had always colored the doctor's 
domestic relations, and for which her haughty spirit had 
yearned in her self-condemned exile, he sought to win her 
confidence, divert her thoughts, and soothe her nervous 
irritation. 

" The rough passage, and my sea-sickness, and the hurry 
and confusion of our last week in Paris, give me a tired 
look; but really I have better health, doctor, than I've 
had before for ten years," Mrs. Howell affirmed, when the 
doctor expressed anxiety about her appearance, and en- 
deavored to draw from her the reason of her depression 
and disquietude. " And now that I have time to look at 
you, I see the signs of hard work on your face, Stephen. 
I think you are looking more worn and harassed than I 
am," the lady added, in a more wifely tone than she was 
wont to use. 

" I've not taken as much time for rest and recreation as 
I ought, since the war brought so much work to all, and 
such anxious forebodings to every thinking heart. Since 
the great disaster at Bull Run, I've made several visits to 
Washington,, using all my strength and influence in estab- 
lishirg systematic hospital arrangements." 

" 'Tis so like you to take upon youself all the disagree- 
able drudgery, that wins neither honor nor money ! If 
you must have anything to do with the war, why not 
manage to secure a position that NVilV ^icsvwav^xA ^"^^ssg^ 
salary, and give your science and akiW i^at '^'a.-^'^'" * 
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** There will be no lack of men who will seek only the 
spoils and honors of war. My mission will be to savci as 
many brave soldiers to the country as possible, by nourish- 
ing the sick and wounded, and comforting the homesick 
and disheartened ; and in my work Horace Metcalf and 
Stephen are most faithful and efficient allies." 

" I can't believi3 Stephen has stability enough to be of 
any real service in the hospitals, and if I had been at 
home, I should never have consented to his leaving col- 
lege, and exposing himself to such debasing influences as 
the war must carry in its train. To think of such a sunny- 
tempered boy helping to dress wounds and amputate limbs ; 
breathing the pestilential odors of hospitals, and associating 
with ignorance and vice ! 'Tis enough to break a mother's 
heart ! " 

" You musn't think of Stephen as he was when you left 
home. Since then he has buckled on an armor that will 
protect him from all contaminating influences. His expe- 
rience 'while abroad with Captain Ashmead developed the 
strength and manliness of his character; and the perils 
and necessities of our country have awakened his enthusi- 
asm and generosity to such a degree, that nothing less 
than devoting himself to the nation's welfare would satisfy 
him in a crisis like this. We have great reason to rejoice 
for the change in our son." 

" A mother can't rejoice when an only son is exposed to 
all sorts of danger; but I'll try not to anticipate the worst 
results. It seems almost incredible, too, that Horace Met- 
calf, with all his fondness for elegant ease,«and with the 
most abundant means to gratify his tastes, should choose a 
profession, and then plunge into hospital work. Isn't be 
.trying to bury his disappointment because of Lou's mar- 
riage in this ti ay ? " 
" JVe never suspected any «vxda. c^xxa^ "Sl^ ^kSq:?^^ %s^ 
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bis noKe self-forgetfulness seem to me the fruit of very 
different seed." 

" If Horace and Stephen are in Washington this winter, 
Louise will probably see a great deal of them. She'll be 
very popular there, as she's always been, I've no doubt- 
She often had two or three engagements for an evening 
in Paris, and as many beaux as if she had never been 
married." 

"Does it please Arthur to have her so much in society, 
and such a favorite with gentlemen ? " 

''O, he doesn't mind. He's so absorbed in his own 
pursuits and pleasures that he's no time nor inclination to 
interfere with hers. I'm troubled about Arthur. He's 
extravagant and reckless, and 'tis a mystery where all the 
money comes from which they spend so lavishly. I'm 
afraid Arthur is unstable, too. Louise was vexed with 
him for giving up his connection with the embassy." 

" Didn't she know he was obliged to resign, to avoid the 
disgrace of a public dismissal ? " 

"Indeed, no! How could you get a knowledge of 
Arthur which has been concealed from us ? Perhaps 'tis 
only a surmise of yours. You have always been ready to 
believe the worst of the Goodenows." 

Dr. Howell made no reply to his wife's unjust remark, 
but with a calm voice said, — 

" Mary, my efforts for the soldiers have brought me into 
friendly relations with several members of the Cabinet, and 
I have learned from them that Arthur Goodenow was re- 
called because of neglect of his official duties. His dissipa- 
tion has become notorious." 

"Louise thinks Arthur returned because he had been 
promised a nflJre lucrative office at home. It will be a 
heavy blow to her. She covets political ^\&\\\\^Nlv>rcL 1<5»x 
bim, and will be miserable if she cannoX. s^ew^V^t ^SkJws^^ 
la Washington.^ 
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"Arthur is still so young, he may reform; and the 
strong, pure influence of a Christian wife might be his 
salvation." 

Mrs, Howell was silent. She knew Arthur's wife had 
no longer a restraining influence upon him ; and she knew 
i also that eighteen months in Paris had developed, with 

marvellous rapidity, his inherent vices. A hothouse pres- 
y sure had been brought to bear upon the weeds of his na- 

ture, and they had apparently choked out the grain, if any 
had taken root in the soil of his heart. It was no consola- 
tion to Mrs. Howell, as she sat silent and humiliated, to 
remember that her own daughter had never tried to draw 
Arthur into a purer atmosphere ; that her indifference to 
him and her devotion to self might have been one of the 
provoking stimulants of this poisonous growth. 

But when Dr. Howell, sorrowing because his wife had 
cause for sorrow, suggested that Louise should be invited 
to accompany them to Hanthrop, Mrs. Howell, with a deep- 
drawn sigh, regretted that their plain home could offer so 
few attractions to eyes that had been dazed with Paris. 
However, she thought it possible, if they remained in New 
York until after Mrs. Ralph Goodenow's grand opening of 
their residence on Montague Square, Louise migjit go to 
Hanthrop for a short visit. ^ 

The ladies remained a week for the party, and Dr. 
Howell returned alone to his work in Hanthrop. 
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XBS. abthtjb's poliot* 

** If she lores at last^ 
Her lore's a reacUustment of self-lore — 
Ko more ; a need felt of another's use 
To her one adrantage, — as the mill wants grain, 
llie fire wants fuel, the rerj wolf wants prej; 
And none of these is more unscrupulous 
Than such a charming woman when she lores." 

Mb8. Bbowhiko. 

Even Mrs. Howell had the grace to apologize for re- 
maining away from her home a fortnight after reaching 
American soil. 

" If Lou had been in her usual health and spirits, I could 
have left her in New York," she said to the doctor, who 
sat by the sofa on which his wife reclined for the first time 
after a year's absence. " But you could not ask me to 
leave my^ear, fatherless child, when anxiety and the un- 
certainty of Arthur's prospects were preying upon her 
nerves and spirits." 

Dr. Howell did not oppose the assertion, and his wife 
continued : — 

" You, and Di, and Edna are so comfortable with each 
Other, and so contented with your work, that you don't 
need me ; in fact, I'm rather a hinderance than a help to 
you ; while to Lou I'm almost a necessity. Then I must 
confess I did hav^ the greatest curiosity to %^^ W^"^^^*^ 
ts^mUjr would he received by the clic^ue anvoxi^^^ '^Vora^^^^ 
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were so popular before his failure ; and I shall always be 
glad that I witnessed their triumph with my own eyes." 

" The reception was satisfactory ? " queried the doctor, 
quite as much because he wished to give his wife the 
pleasure of living over in narration her short-lived joys, as 
because he desired to know how the " best society " forgot 
and ignored the peccadilloes of one who could still keep ao 
open house on Montague Square ; who could import a span 
of thorough-bred horses, and drive a stylish equipage up 
Broadway ; who could refer pompously to our " residence 
in Paris," and quote " my son-in-law, Sir Sydney Dear- 
bon." 

" Satisfactory ! " The word was repeated by Mrs. How- 
ell as if it were incapable of portraying the most impalpa- 
ble shadow of the reality. " It was a brilliant triumph 
over such envious and jealous persons as looked suspi- 
ciously on Ralph's connection with the Eureka and Feather 
River stocks ! You know the Metropolitan had announced 
the marriage of Hortense to an English baronet, had hinted 
at Ralph's success in retrieving his fortunes in Paris, and 
had described some of the choice pictures and statuary 
which he brought home. Then Hon. Mrs. Carlos Hap- 
good called on every family in their set who was supposed 
to remember anything disagreeable about the upfortunate 
stock operations, and made proper explanations ; in fine, 
the Metropolitan (its reporter received an equivalent in 
gold for the uplifting flow of his ink) and Mrs. Hapgood 
together made everybody half crazy to see the grand 
opening and renew their acquaintance with the Goode- 
nows. You ought to have remained to the reception, doc- 
tor ; it would have been an entirely new phase of life t > 
you — a revelation of the breadth and liberality of senti- 
ment which prevails amoivg,«X exxMvated people. I doubt 
// a more elaborate, elegaiiXhj wx^ rech^rcihA ^\!&fi»N]&DSfi«ail( 
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was ever given in New York. The house was refu fished 
with carpets and draperies, manufactured to order in Eng- 
land and France, and the new furniture, pictures, and 
statuary, the choice ornaments, flowers, and colored lights, 
made it look like an enchanted palace. The tables were 
covered with heavy white rep silk, embroidered with red 
and blue, with a monogram in each corner, wrought in 
gold. The union of the red, white, and blue in the table 
covers, and the draping of the dining-room windows and 
doors with the English, French, and American flags, were 
in honor of the military and naval guests who represented 
the three nations. The table service of glass and china 
was of the most exquisite quality and unique pattern, 
made in Holland for Ralph, and engraved with the Good- 
enow and Dearbon coat of arms and monogram. The re- 
freshments were as delicate and delicious as Delmonico 
could furnish; the Symphonic Band, concealed behind 
draperies, played national and patriotic airs ; the choicest 
exotics filled the house with perfume, and the uniforms of 
the officers and the beautiful dresses and jewels of the 
ladies almost dazzled the eyes. Indeed, all the senses ^. 
were intoxicated with the beauty, perfume, and harmony 
of the occasion ; and the only eulogium I need bestow 
upon it is to say, it was a reproduction of Parisian 
splendors." 

"What of Arthur's prospects?" asked the doctor, who 
had heard as much during the past year about foreign 
styles and gayeties as he could well digest. Such themes 
sounded strangely incongruous when the groans of a na- 
tion and th^ crash of contending hosts swept through the 
cities and echoed among the hills. 

" O, he's almost sure of a colonel's commission in a New 
York regiment of volunteers; and "Low >n\^ ^^^\A "Owsk. 
winter la Washington. The Hapgooda ViSV \>^ xXv^^e^N '«xA. 

20 
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80 mauy regiments are qaartered in and aroand the city, 
that the season promises to be a very brilliant one ; and 
my dear child has quite recovered her spirits, anticipating 
the winter's enjoyments. Ralph says this crisis will pave 
the way to some magnificent fortunes." 

^ Did he tell you by what means money is to be coined 
out of a nation's peril ? " asked the doctor. 

" I heard a great deal about contracts for army supplies, 
which I did not comprehend. I only know both Ralph 
and Arthur are throwing all their energies into the war, 
but in different channels, I infer, from what you, and Met- 
cal^ and Stephen choose to work. How soon shall I see 
my dear boy ? " 

" He will come home for Thanksgiving." 

" It was very unnatural in him to spend ten days in 
Liverpool without running over to Paris to see his mother 
and sister." 

" I told you, Mary, how closely he was confined with the 
affairs of the Aurora." 

** Well, it doesn't signify now, I shall see him so soon ; 
and as you go to Washington so frequently on your hos- 
pital business, I suppose I may look forward to spending a 
few weeks there with my children this winter." 

'* We hope you'll find the quiet of your home so agreea- 
ble that nothing will tempt you away from it. We shaD 
all try to make it as attractive to you as possible. When 
the feverish excitement of travelling and sight-seeing has 
worn off, you'll feel the need of rest ; and when you've 
been at home long enough to realize the terrible calami- 
ties of civil war, an indulgence in expensive pleasures will 
seem almost criminal to you." 

" I can't see why the war should interfere any fmiher 
with my tastes and p\eak.«»\xTe^, ^Vven Fve already madej' 
the greatest sacrifice a moXXi^^ ^^^ m'akj^NsiL ^^nrasaaii^^^ 
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an only son to give his time and energies to hospital 
work." 

"When you know what Mrs. Metcalf, and Dai»y, and 
thousands of the most intelligent and refined women in 
our country are doing for the soldiers and their poor fam- 
lies, your sympathies will be enlisted in the work, and 
you'll not count the loss of personal pleasures a sacrifice;" 
and then the doctor adroitly turned the conversation to 
such themes as would interest his wife without rousing 
lier spirit of opposition ; and while he is describing to her 
the design and success of Horace Metcairs scientific acad- 
emy, we'll turn to the daughter, to catch a glimpse of her 
growth and development. 

" And so you've plodded on in the old grooves for eigh- 
teen months, Di, witlf nothing but broth-making, and hos- 
pital-visiting, and housekeeping for diversion," remarked 
Mrs. Arthur Goodenow, daintily arranging the folds of her 
handsome silk. Diantha had been summoned to her half- 
sister's chamber, to assist her in the elaborate process of 
making a becoming dinner toilet. 

"You forget the pleasant care of instructing Edna, 
the writing for papa, and the work that has to be done for 
soldiers. The grooves of my life are not so strait and 
narrow as to exclude novelty and divergence," answered 
Diantha ; and the rich glow of health upon her face, with 
its expression of trustful content, and the clear lustre 
of her eyes, told of no stagnant, morbid, or narrow life 
within. 

" You know as much about novelty as the horses in a 
tread-mill I The monotony and barrenness of your life 
would paralyze me! But I suppose 'tis fortunate you 
haven't my tastes and ambitions, as neither your father^B 
means nor prejudices would allow you to YcA\j\.^<i yc^^Oq^ 
fUeBsares of cultivated society. If yoM ooxiXSi w^"^ 



808 DB. howbll's family. 

gtylishly, Fd take you to Washington with me this winter, 
where you'd stand some chance of marrying, so as to raise 
you in the social scale — unless you are already engaged to 
some poor country minister or doctor." 

Diantha dared not trust her tongue with a reply ; but 
her sudden flush of color was interpreted by the worldly- 
wise Mrs. Arthur as a revelation of some unworthy en- 
tanglement ; and she added, — 

*' Don't disgrace mamma and me by bringing a clod- 
hopper into the family, Di. If you've no self-pride, re- 
member the honor of your connections." 

Diantha, recovering the control of her temper and her 
tongue, laughingly replied, — 

"You needn't fear anything more contaminating than 
my present round of homely duties.* If such an Eden as 
maiTiage is in reserve for me, 'tis very far in the future." 

" Eden ! indeed ! you're as antiquated in your notions 
as a mummy, Di. If by Eden you mean the love you 
once imagined belonged to the married state, you may as 
well break that string of your harp at once. Nine tenths 
of all the women marry for position ; and if they manage 
to retain respect for the man whose name they bear, 'tis a 
sentiment quite strong enough for the needs of polite soci- 
ety. If a woman is absorbed in tender thoughts, cares, 
and anxieties for her husband, she naturally neglects her 
own accomplishments, and grows stale and vapid. It has 
always been my theory, that a wife should have as much 
latitude in her pleasures and pursuits as a man ; that she 
should have every advantage of society and every facility 
for cultivation. Arthur and I have lived quite indepen- 
dently of each other in Paris. It pleased him to make the 
acquaintance of fast young Englishmen, and to spend his 
eveningB in gambling atvd drinking; and I didn't sit alone, 
waitingy and weeping, and %\^\vtt^ ^^^ \i\& ^Q«afe\?|* No; 
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I went my own way with becoming pride and spirit. I 
made such capital of my beauty and accomplishments at 
the receptions of the embassy, that I soon had engage- 
ments enough to prevent me from bestowing one anxious 
thought on Arthur's profligate waste of opportunity, talent, 
and money." 

The young wife's haughty and indifferent tones and 
words fell like a dirge on Diantha's ears; they proclaimed 
the burial of any sentiment akin to love. 

" Lou, if you had only tried to make yourself as pleas- 
ing to Arthur as you did to society, might you not have 
lured him away from temptation, and secured, through 
him, more permanent happiness, and more true pleasure, 
than general admiration gives?" 

" I never asked myself that question, because I was so 
satisfied with the admiration of society, and so sure of my 
ability to win it, as long as my accomplishments are kept 
bright, and my face and style are pleasing. I don't mind 
telling you that I've had a private tutor in French, Ger- 
man, and music, ever since I went abroad ; that I've taken 
a vast deal of care to inform myself in matters of art, 
history, and politics, and to learn :the Parisian secrets of 
dress, and of preserving beauty. The instinct of self- 
preservation and the love of admiration and conquest are 
BO strong in me that I shall never mope and fret because 
one man loves cards and wine better than his wife. By 
the way, what could have induced Horace Metcalf to 
choose the profession of medicine ? " 

"Probably the hope of being more useful in that voca- 
tion than in any other." 

" Dear me I Has Horace plunged into the great gulf 
of utilitarianism ? 'Tis a shame and a pity for him to 
waste his fine talents and large pYoi^exX,^ m ^ ^^^^l^'e^^xs. 
where there's bo small a chance of d\&\X\i%v3^.^vKv^\^2S5^^'^^ 
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With a little more ambition, had he tarned his attention 
to the law, or politics, or polite literature, he might have 
won honor and fame. There was a time when the beauties 
and pleasures of life had a charm for him ; and I shall al- 
ways believe, Di, he lost all courage and spirit when I 
maiTied, and is just drowning his vexation and disappoint- 
ment in this commonplace drudgery. There were no signs 
of the philanthropist about him when I went away." 

" His nature has been quickened and purified by divinr 
love ; and he only desires now to make his talents and hi*) 
wealth of use to his fellow-men. You can hardly imagine 
a greater change than has been wrought in him. He is 
80 energetic, and so efficient, and so liberal, that you'll 
scarcely recognize a characteristic of the fastidious, self- 
indulgent young man of one year ago. Father says he 
works as zealously for the moral and physical welfare of 
the soldiers as if daily bread depended upon his efforts." 

"Mark my words, Di; his zeal is only a cloak, cleverly 
worn, to hide his chagrin. He would have proposed to 
me months before I met Arthur, had it not been for that 
easy, self-assured spirit of dalliance which has been such a 
prominent characterialt? of his. Before the Washington 
winter wanes, I'll make him repent his procrastination 
more bitterly than he has yet." 

" Lou, it seems to me a true woman and a wife would 
pity a man who had loved her, and, if she was sure he had 
cause for regret, would help him bury it, rather than seek 
to kindle a new fire from the ashes." 

^ That's a natural inference for you, who have so slight 
a knowledge of the world ; but you should know me bet- 
ter. Metcalf shall acknowledge my power and his weak- 
ness before the season is over. I hope my retam andmjf 
victory won't rob you oi ^ixv^ GON^l^dlYeasure,** 
The last sentence ^aa\A\XeT\^ %^v^^T^«B.\^K«^^fiSSR^ 
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Diantha an unseemly, blotted page of her half-sister's 
heart. She crimsoned when she thought that a woman 
could cultivate the graces of intellect and manner for self- 
ish and ignoble uses ; and she would gladly have shielded 
Horace Metcalf from the pain and humiliation which the 
fascinations of Louise might subject him to : possibly her 
friendship assumed new shape and color when seen through 
the medium of fear and pity. 

So sensitive and true was Diantha's soul, and so marvel- 
lously did her color and her features mirror every delicate 
emotion, that Louise noticed her confusion, and maliciously 
sought to unravel it with a few poisoned words. 

"I remember now mamma told me Horace was very 
polite to you for a few months after I went abroad; but 
she thought his attentiona were only a i^ise to conceal his 
love for me : you know, if his calls at the house had ceased 
with my mamage, the reason would have been too obvious ; 
but if he's flirted with you just in pique, and to protect his 
own fair reputation, I shall take double pleasure and pride 
in punishing him and revenging you." 

" He is my very kind friend, but he has never flirted 
with me, and I need no champion.to defend my rights." 

" Then you admit you have riglits ? Are you engaged 
to Metcalf? " 

" No, Lou ; I have claims only on his friendship." 

"And you would better, for your own sake and the 
reputation of our family, say nothing about such claims. 
When Horace marries, it will be for beauty and accom- 
plishments, or wealth, and you have neither. He will not 
stoop from his high social position to marry a tolerably 
good-looking little nun, who neglects all self-culture, and 
spends her time on such miserable people for whom the 
state has made abundant provision. Yc>\k Vkscs^ ^ Vss*^^ 
pearl on your finger, and 'tis very wxvvo^^^ ^'^'^* \5v^ 
Horace give it to you ? " 
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" No, it was the gift of a friend who died last winter; " 
and Di fled from the presence of her sister, not alone to 
conceal her tears, hut to escape further questioning, and 
to recover her ebbing self-control. 

With the return of Mrs. Howell and Lou, the smooth 
flow of domestic enjoyments in the doctor's home was 
broken. Morning calls, evening receptions, operas, and 
the novelties of dress, engrossed the thoughts and the 
largest part of the time of the ladies, and were the themes 
for conversation at his table and fireside, only when, with 
rare and gentle tact, Di could introduce reading and music, 
and the doctor could manage to bring forward some sub- 
ject of national interest. But, happily for all, Lou's visit 
was only for a month. She was summoned to join her 
husbartd in Washington for politic reasons ; he had failed 
to secure a colonel's commission, and had entered upon a 
campaign of office-seeking, where his wife's influence could 
be made available. For the promotion of her own ambi- 
tious desires, and because intrigue was congenial to her 
nature, she used all her arts and accomplishments to ob- 
tain a position for Arthur ; and, assisted by Ralph Good- 
enow's money, and the efibrts of the Hapgoods, and the 
young man's pleasing address and apparent abandonment 
of those vices which had conquered him in Paris, he was 
again restored to public favor, and Lou gained what she 
most coveted — popular admiration and the entre : to fiwh- 
ionable circles. 
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CHAPTER XXXm. 

HIDDBN SPBINaS. 

** O, Hero ! what a hero hadst thou been, « 

If half thine outward graces had been placed . « 

About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart ! " 

*' Friendship is constant in all other things 
Save in the of&ce and affairs of love." 

Shakespbabb. 

It is not pleasant to know that the waves of life are 
often crested with muddy impurity ; that a vigorous and 
beautiful blossoming hedge sometimes encloses a barren 
waste or a noxious growth of weeds ; and that a fair exte- 
rior and polished behavior often conceal treachery, vanity, 
envy, and crime. 

While Louise Goodenow was making her extraordinary 
beauty of person, grace of manner, and accomplishments 
available for political purposes and for self-aggrandize- 
ment, she did not forget Horace Metcalf's punishment. 
She had as nearly loved him as a supremely selfish and 
coldly calculating nature could love, and had most cer- 
tainly coveted his wealth, and a connection with his hon- 
orable family. Baffled and piqued by his indiiOference to 
the charms she had lavishly displayed for his benefit, dis- 
appointed and wounded by the man she had married, the 
germs of good in her heart, which, fostered by the tender 
dewR and soft sunshine of love, might hav^ ^\feV^<i>^ te^ 
worthy of womanhood, had been ^^oVedi ^xA ^^x^^^k^'^ 
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untoward influences, until base and ignoble passions bad 
become the mainspring of her life. Horace Metcalf, now 
a regimental surgeon, quartered at the capital, known 
to be a man of wealth, culture, and good birth, was a wel- 
come guest in the few femilies where he sometimes sought 
relaxation from his wearing duties ; and Louise, with her 
artful intriguing and the eclat of Ralph Goodenow's wealth 
was floating high on the tide of fashionable favor, and could 
not fail to meet her former Hanthrop friend. Stephen's in- 
timate association with him favored a renewal of their old 
friendship, and Louise had suddenly conceived a rem'ark- 
able fondness for her half-brother, and such an interest in 
his pursuits, that her elegantly attired figure was some^ 
times seen walking through the hospital wards by his §ide. 
She always dropped in quite accidentally, to learn yt her 
brother or Horace had received letters from home, or to 
solicit the attendance of one or the other to some concert 
or reception. " Not that I need to beg for an escort," she 
would say, with a timidly conscious and winning smile, 
" but I want to know that you have an hour's wholesome 
recreation." She could refer, with a wonderful imitation 
of pathos and emotion, to the good old days when she was 
satisfied with the simple pleasures of Hanthrop, and, with 
a tender little sigh, regret that Paris* had created such a 
feverish thirst for novelties, and that Arthur had so many 
engagements, and permitted her to rely so entirely on her 
own resources and her new friends for amusement. 

And Horace Metcalf listened and sympathized because 
she was Diantha's sister ; and for the same reason, when- 
ever his conscience would permit him to steal an hoar 
from the sober realities of his profession, he was at the 
charmer's side ; and she, blinded by vanity, conceit, and ao 
- exaggerated estimate of her own powers of pleasing, im- 
^gpaied the yoang man? a diaiu^ ^^t^ ^^^i^xa^^ tv:^^^^^ 
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** I shall accept your presence at this reception as a per- 
sonal compliment," said Mrs. Arthur, one April evening, 
when the popular wife of a senator received company. 
" Stephen came to hid me good hy this morning, and he 
told me it was decided that you would move to the front 
to-morrow, and I was trying to persuade myself that I 
should not be disappointed if I failed to see you before the 
triumphant return of our troops." 

" My time is very precious, but I couldn't leave Wash- 
ngton without seeing you again. There'll be heavy work 
for our men before our brave young general enters Rich- 
mond ; and we all need to carry with us tlie remembrance 
of some one's ' God bless you,' and I've come for youi's, 
Mrs. Goodenow. You are the only one in the city who 
can take back to my mother and my home such farewells 
as cannot be written." 

What sweetness was there in that word home which 
caused the young man's lips to tremble and linger fondly 
upon it, while the expression of his &ce told his artful 
listener that his thoughts were far away from his brilliant 
sun'oundings ! Her faultless toilet, soft tones, and gra- 
cious manner, she for the first time felt, had no especial 
atrMractions for Horace Metcalf. His keen and delicate 
perceptions and fastidious tastes had experienced a certain 
kind of pleasure and gratification in the presence of her 
beauty and while under the spell of her accomplishments. 
He had admired her much as he would a beautiful paint- 
ing, a symmetrical work of art, but with no desire to pos- 
sess the expensive ornament. Before Lou's marriage, the 
principal attraction for young Metcalf in Dr. Howell's fam- 
ily had been the quiet Diantha, as unconscious of her power 
to please as the fragrant, soft-hued geraniums which so often 
lay against "her white throat ; and months before hat ^\xx<^ - 
2i^ and aweet voice drew him lo^waid^ Vj^v^'^^^^^^nsss^C'^'^'^ 



816 DB. howbll's familt. 

Bbe served with each confident trast and singleness of 
heart, he had coveted the right to call her his own ; but 
gaining no assurance from Diantha's guileless and manifest 
pleasure in his society that she could accept him as the 
guide and protector of her future, and fearing if he spoke 
of love it might draw a veil between him and the fi*iend- 
sLip which was so pure and rich, he had allowed the 
months to pass, and said nothing which could disturb the 
placid current of the young girl's life. And then the 
clouds of civil strife gathered and broke, overwhelming 
the nation with new cares and responsibilities ; and Hor- 
ace Metcalf heroically plucked from his heart all thoughts 
of self, and went forth upon his noble mission with no 
sweeter inspiration than love for his country and pity for 
his fellow-men. 

His mother's letters were filled with praises of Diantha, 
and told him of her devotion to the soldiers' families, her 
gentle ministrations in the Orphans' Asylum ; and dearer 
than all other communications were Mrs. Metcairs repeat- 
ed allusions to the fiiendly relations and associated work 
of Diantha and herself. 

" You speak of farewells in a tone that implies grave 
apprehensions; in fact, as if you were a common soldier, 
exposed to the sharpest fire of the enemy," said Louise, 
after a minute's careful consideration of the most effective 
way to appeal to her companion's sensibilities. 

"We are not starting on a holiday excursion, Mrs. 
Goodenow, and I shall be wherever my sick and wounded 
men are. But while I'm conscious of the dangers and 
vicissitudes which are piled mountain-high before us, I re- 
member who has promised us strength according to our 
needs, and my courage and faith are equal to the demands 
made upon them." 
^'IWe often wondered wYiy "jou ^o\i\^ Oci^^^^ Vi ^^« 
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form such menial services, as thousands would gl idly re- 
lieve you of for the sake of the pay, which, of course, is an 
unconsidered trifle to you. I have been seeking all winter 
for the incentive, the inspiration, but have failed to ^dis- 
cover it." There was a question in the handsome eyes 
upraised to Horace Metcairs, and. as much appealing ten- 
derness in her tones as a false, worldly heart could feeJ. 

"If you have failed to find sufficient in the needs and 
perils of our country to inspire a man, and cause forgetful- 
ness of private interests, it will be useless for you to seek 
a hidden sppng of action." 

" I have never questioned your patriotism, Mr. MetcaliJ 
but your way of showing it has seemed to me injudicious, 
and not in harmony with your character. Before I went 
abroad your tastes were aesthetic, and you certainly ap- 
peared to revel in the luxuries which wealth laid at your 
feet; now you are working as if for dollars and cents, 
when the same work could be done as well without your 
culture and refined tastes as with them — by hands, too, 
that need the paltiy government pay for such labor. Are 
you not unmindful of such honors as are due to your fam- 
ily name? and have you thgught of the desolation and 
grief your death would bring to your mother, and perhaps 
tc others?" 

"My mother rejoices that she has a son capable of reiv- 
deling service in this crisis ; one who would 

* Go proudly on his way with death 
Upon the errand of Almighty God.' 

And as for the aesthetic tastes of which you speak, I be- 
lieve all work is rendered effectual in proportion to the 
intelligence and culture which are brought to bear upon 
it. If there are those who could perform the wo\k. ^ssa- 
chamcaUy for -pay which 1 do ?ot \on^^ xk^ <5Si\«ira^^'^<!»> 
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would not permit me to sit in contented ease while others 
were toiling, neither could I enjoy the harvest if my hands 
had not assisted in the gleaning." 

" You have accepted such trite and sentimental ideas of 
philanthropy as to make me think yon must have heeu a 
pupil of Dr. Howell. Perhaps you have studied with my 
pretty Quaker sister ? " 

The question, the look, the voice revealed to Horace 
Metcalf what his faith in woman's purity and single-mind- 
edness would long have prevented him from seeing — the 
jealousy of Louise, her supreme selfishness, ajjd her love 
of conquest, as well as her desire to disparage Diantha. 
There suddenly rose a cloud of witnesses in the shape of 
artfully-clothed hints, carelessly-dropped words, and play- 
fully sarcastic descriptions of her sister's employments, 
which, at the time they were uttered, failed to convey their 
intended meaning, because of his pleasure in the brilliant 
convereational powers of Louise, and his reverent love for 
Diantha. Many things which his own integrity and the 
preoccupation of his thoughts had prevented him from in- 
terpreting were now unmasked before him, and pity and 
sorrow for the beautiful WQjnan, mingled with his disap- 
pointment in finding beneath so fair a surface such muddy, 
bitter springs, caused him to stand silent and confused in 
her presence. 

"You must pardon me, Mr. Metcalf, if I have spoken 
with seeming irreverence of your mission, and of my step- 
father's narrow ideas, and Diantha's obedient and me- 
chanical imitation of them. My nature is impulsive and 
tropical, and reaches out spontaneously for the beautiful 
and luxurious pleasures of this world, and yearns for in- 
telligent sympathy and companionship, while my sister is 
practical and self-reliant. Her heart never craves any 
Bweeter or nearer ties than \im^ \i«t \.ci ^^^^ ^<^\^^^qaqi 
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Ilome or the Orphans' Asylum. She asks for no more 
^altiyated companionship than she can find in the Jenks 
family, no higher intellectual enjoyment than Mr. Din&- 
/nore's threadbare sermons, and no more elevating pursuits 
than house-keeping and needle-worte" 

** Let me assist you in recalling some of Miss Howell'a 
accomplishments. She has a sweet voice, clear and musi- 
cal both in singing and reading. She converses on many 
scientific and historical subjects with a readiness that sur- 
prises me ; and I have seen a few crayon and water-color 
sketches which were executed by her hand with rare 
delicacy." 

"O, yes; Di has some talent. She sings church music 
very well, and makes herself familiar with such literary 
themes as interest the doctor, and she uses her brush as a 
copyist with mediocre skill ; but she has no ambition, and 
her nature is sadly deficient in the emotional element. 
Stephen tells me she has had a platonic or religious in- 
terest in a poor, crippled, uneducated sea-captain, whom 
she helped nurse at the Bonsecour two years ago. Most 
mercifully and fortunately, however, for the credit of our 
family, the captain died at sea. She wears a pearl ring 
which he gave her, and most likely would have married 
him, if she had been told that her arm would save him the 
use of a crutch. No tenderer sentiment will ever warm 
poor Di's cold heart." 

An artistically modulated sigh followed these false in- 
Lnnations, and then the tender, lambent light of her eyes 
rested on Horace Metcalf 's face, while she sought to learn 
if the leaven were working, if the thorn had pierced. 

He had heard from Stephen of Captain Ashmead's 
death, and the friendly relations that existed between him 
and the doctor and Diantha ; and though for a tclw\l<^ V>a 
might be pained by Mrs. Art\i\n?» Nemoxi oi ^^ ^^sr^^ 
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his sober second thought was,||hat a woman like Diantha 
Howell could rise above the discipline of sorrow, and again 
open her heart to such gracious and revivifying influencea 
as Heaven might send. 

" Excuse me, Mra. Goodenow, if I cannot join in a longer 
discussiDn of Miss Howell's character in such a crowd; 
but, in justice to my friend, I must say, she seems as far 
removed from the picture you have drawn as an intelli- 
gent, helpful, large-hearted Christian woman is from a 
soulless lump of clay." 

" I shall not take this time to undeceive you ; it would 
be cruel to rob you of an ideal, when you have wilfully 
thrust from you so much that is tangible. My residence 
in Paris has probably colored and liberalize4 my ideas ot 
society ; and yet I have always preferred a woman with 
human frailties to an automaton, whose acts were per- 
formed with a chilling exactness. I used to think there 
was much harmony in our opinions, but I have returned 
from the Old World to find change written on everything 
in my native land — even on you." 

"I am changed, Mrs. Goodenow; for whereas I once 
walked blindly *the primrose path of dalliance,' now I 
tread firmly, and with the clear vision of faith, the straight 
road to a glorious goal. Two years ago I thought only 
of making the delights of this world minister to my selfish 
wants; now I desire to be the instrument of hope and 
healing to others. I have another engagement with the 
officers of our regiment this evening, and must say good 
by. For the sake of old memories, if at any time yon need 
a friend, please command my services." 

" Thank you ! There are so many who claim the pre- 
rogatives of friendship, so many who estpem it an honored 
serve me, I shall be most unlikely to reciuire any sadnfift 
ofyou.^^ And with a couxleovka \>\3l\. tom-siJ^ ^^a^^i^'ftaiiiiif 



HIDDBN SPRINGS. 821 • 

Metcalf passed out from tW artificial glitter, c at into the 
iSoft air of the April night, with a great pity in his heart, . 
juid a wonder how two women nursed at the same foun- 
tain and reared at the same fireside could he so unlike ; 
while Louise Goodenow, with a haughty curl of her lip 
and a dangerous light in her ieye, answered the rallying ^ 
questions of Colonel James, who approached her side as 
soon as Metcalf left. 

" Why so triste — do you ask ? Because I find only sen- 
timental philanthropy where I looked for strength, vigor, 
and manly courage. I have over-estimated a fiiend, afld 
the awakening from my delusion is not pleasant." 

Perhaps for the fii*st time Louise was conscious that her 
beauty and l)Undishments had failed to win ; that Horace 
Metcalf had seen the falsehood and artifice beneath her 
gilded armor. She was foiled, and for the hour humiliatedf 
but not repentant. 

" Surely no one can afford such a disappointment better 
than you, the number of whose admirers is legion," an- 
swered Colonel James, with that suavity and flattery in his 
tones and eyes which are so deceptive and alluring to vain, 
weak souls. " I have come to ask for my friend, Major 
Rushton, an English officer, an introduction to your lady- 
ship, whom he is pleased to call the handsomest woman he 
has seen in America." 

The smile of triumph returned to Louise Goodenow's 
lips and eyes, the winning graciousness to her words and 
manners; and before the budding spring had blossomed into 
summer, she was playing a game with such absorbing in- 
terest as to exclude from her thoughts all regret for Horace 
Metcalf. 

Mrs. Howell managed to spend the winter in Hanthrop 
with tolerable comfort, looking forwaxd^ ^^ ^? ^^<5Nsw 
LoQi^e^ *^to a month in Washingloii^ vAiv5ti^ «S\«t xcs^^a. 

21 
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careful managing on my part^ the doctor has promise! 
me. I have shown him the necessity for a change, and that 
agxiety to see you and Stephen is wearing on my health 
and spirits. Working for the Sanitary Commission has 
hecome a p^ect mania in our city this winter, and as Mrs. 
Metcalf and some of our most stylish and wealthy ladies 
have spent nearly all their time in getting up fairs, one may 
say they are the fashion, and of course I've thrown my in- 
fluence on the popular side. Gentlemen have been present 
at our evening gatherings, and some one ha^jrj^ad aloud, 
and there has been ample opportunity foiwffowing off 
tasteful dress ; so that, on the whole, Fve not suffered as 
much from ennui as I feared I might, though Fve been 
obliged to make such saciifices as can only J|^ appreciated 
by sensitive and refined natures.'' 
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** Lo, this ii^9^ nian that made not Grod his etrenglh, bat trasted in t^ aban- 
danoe of his riclics, and strengthened tiimself in his wickedness.'* 

" I ne'er heard yet 
That any of these bolder vices wanted 
1^ Less impudence to gainsay what they did, 
Than to perform it first.*' 

Shaksspeabe. 

Thbbb times the pitying heart of Nature strove to cover 
with verdure and bloom the hideous stains left by war 
upon the bosom of the old earth, and the snows of three 
winters were sifted tenderly upon the graves of fallen 
heroes, while the members of Dr. Howell's family and 
those intimately associated with them were assisting to 
color with their own individuality the tide of life *that 
ebbed^and flowed around them. During these years, Dr. 
Ho^cdJf threw into the broad ,. channels of the Christian 
and Sanitary Commissions all the time, skill, and energy 
which could be spared fi'om his duties in Hanthrop. Mul- 
titudes of soldiers still live who are indebted to his ripe 
judgment, clear perceptions, and untiring zeal for the 
treatment which enabled them to come through the fever 
ward, or from under the surgeon's k life, with sufficient 
hope and courage to gather up again the broken threads 
of life. 

JIf/a Metcalf and Diantha wrow^X. ^xA y^^i^^ -wi^ 
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that sweetness and paffence which are the fruits of Christian 
charity and the corner-stone of woman's strength. 

Mrs. Howell made herself conspicuous at fairs, and at 
• all public, gatherings for the benefit of soldiers, exhibiting 
op every occasion some beccyning relic of her foreign* tour. 
She h£^ such an abundant stock of, interjections and ad- 
jectives for every startling event, that no one could doubt 
the depth of her sympathy, ^r • the genuineness of her 
^ patriotism. With her characteristic tact she managed tc 
break up the monotony of home life by winter visits' to 
Washington and New York ; and in summer the plea of 
illness, and the imperative need of the air and waters of 
Saratoga, generally prevailed over the doctor's objections, 
and secured for her a few weelcs of stich recreations as 
were the substance of her life, " 

Ralph Goodenow's own words wfll best describe the 
part he was acting in the great drama. - 

"Yes, doctor, the vugLT has proved a golden fleece to 
me. I am netting from this contract a clean five hundred 
dollars per day, and am furnishing the government with as 
good cloth as any other contractor supplies." 
^ . The subject was distasteful to Dr. Howell, and he gave 

the%ian no encouragement to proceed. But Ralph Good- 
enow's boasting and self-conceit were notoeasily cli^cked 
by his auditor's cool indifference. \^^ 

" You see, when I first got an idea of the magnitude of 
our warlike preparations, I hired several men to canvass the 
wool-growing districts and purchase for me. Why, bless 
you ! within a month after my return from Paris, I. had 
men in Vermont, Canada, Michigan, and Wisconsin, pull- 
ing the wool over the eyes of the producers, figuratively 
speaking, ando filling my pockets with that precious metal 
which cementb society, pio^ela the great car of progress, 
BDd marks the div\d\Bg\Vae\>e\*\f^«ti%vfexs^^T ^sA^flnrer 
ftrata of civilization^* . Q> 
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Ralph Goodenow paused, glancing uneasily at the do> 
tor, whose clear eyes appeared to be reading the hidden 
^ secrets of the speakei's soul; but not until a direct question 
/>bliged the doctor to answer did he gain a response. 

" I take it for granted, doctor, that you've been harve^st- 
ing in a small way during the war; that you have, at leasts 
secured a competency." 

"I humbly trust Hhe blessing of the Lord, which mak- 
eth rich, is mine,' and that many a poor soldier has gone 
on his way rejoicing because of my instrumentality ; but 
Fm proud to acknowledge that of such tangible wealth 
as is recognized in yojjr world I have less than I had three 
years ago. Every 4ol^r of my income that could be 
spared has been spent ^n the soldiers and their families." 
Dr^ Howell spoke in, a tone that forbade any fuither devel- 
opment of the way Ralph Gbodenow served his country 
and his own interests. Thd meeting between the two * 
men was accidental, and was made as shoit and formal 
by the doctor as civility would permit. The speculator 
had two or three private sources of income that he did 
not speak of so freely as he did of his army contracts ; 
but notwithstanding the shrewdness and secrecy with 
which he furnished blockade-runners with supplies, there 
cam^ a^ time when he was conscious of being suspected 
and hatched by Federal detectives. He managed to 
evade the officers and escape by steamer to England, 
where, with his accomplished son-in-law, he continued to 
deal in fancy stocks ; but his peculiar vocation made a 
change of name so frequent and imperative that to follow 
his uncertain fortunes further would be almost as tedious 
and disgusting as the records of a police court. Appar- 
ently retribution sometimes fails to overtake a man ir 
this life ; but Ralph^^Goojlenow and Vi\^ %ow ^wxxASissat^^^V^ 
abst pirsueth evil, pursueth it to \i\a o^ti ^^'^J^T "^^ 
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" nearly three years, Arthur's tact and polishbJ exterior con- 
cealed his dissipation, his neglect of official duties, and hh 
embezzlement of public funds; but one fatal day, when 
his intellect was so stupefied with whiskey that he could not 
frame plausible excuses, his dishonesty was suspected, his 
true character unmasked. He was arrested; bat for want 
of sufficient evidence against him, his crimes did not re- 
ceive their just recompense. He was renaoved from office, 
and his intimate connection with the gambling fraternity, 
coupled with feare that more positive proofs of his defal- 
cations might descend upon him, made a sudden exit from 
Washington necessary. He left a brief note upon the 
dressing-table of his handsome w^e^ explaining the rea- 
sons for his abrupt departure, and 'telling her that "his 
profligacy, his infidelity to his marriage vows, and his wil- 
ful abandonment of her, would be sufficient causes to pro- 
cure her a divorce from him. Neither judge nor jury 
would require further testimony than his own written and 
voluntary confession." 

Mrs. Howell was in Washington at the time of the ar- 
rest; and so speedily did Arthur's absconding follow this 
event, that its disclosure had not startled the gay world 
when Louise, returning with her mother from a brilliant 
reception, read the contents of the note. 

For a single minute, surprise, pain, and chagrin f^alsied 
her tongue and blanched her cheeks. 

" What is it, Lou ? " asked Mrs. Howell, approaching 
her daughter, and holding out both hands, as if to pre- 
vent the trembling woman from falling. "I never saw 
you so agitated before. What has happened ? ^ 

"Read that;" and Louise tossed towards her mother ttoe 
piifumed, crested sheet of note paper abstracted from her 
<^Pn desk by the heartless writer of the withering words. 
*How absurd! 'Tis a cruel joke— ^no sane maa woulcl 
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criminate himself. Arthur is only punishing you for be« 
ing so agreeable to other gentlemen — as if you could he\p 
being admired I " and Mrs. Howell, with all her knowledge 
of Arthur's weakness and wickedness, really believed him 
incapable of deserting her fascinating daughter. 

" No ! there is at least truth in this note. I have long 
suspected him as guilty of almost every crime forbidden 
in the decalogue. The most generous act he has ever com- 
mitted is the leaving me now, without another attempt -to 
drag me down to his miserable level." 

" O, Lou, we are ruined I I can never show myself 
afler yov.r disgi-ace is made common talk." 

" Please remember I'm not disgraced. No one will dare 
neglect or punish me for the sins of a man who has been 
my husband only in name. I have maintained my position 
in the best circles here without any aid from him, and, 
thank fortune, I'm still able to do so. It seems nothing 
has been proved against him ; and the defalcation and ab- 
sconding will scarcely be a nine days' wonder at this 
crisis, when every week some new and thrilling event 
startles us." 

" But what shall we do ? We can't possibly go to Mad- 
am Devins's ball to-morrow night, and I've had my pearl- 
colored satin altered and retrimmed on purpose to wear!" 

" We'll go tQ the ball with the Hapgoods as if nothing 
had occurred ; and after Tve shown the world that a man'^ 
desertion, cowardice, and crimes cannot rob me of my. 
spirit nor my charms, then I'll go into a convent, while 
lawyers are taking necessary steps for my divorce.'* 

" You are half crazed, dear child, with the suddenness 
of the shock, and Son't know what you are talking about; . 
but for goodness' sake don't mention the word ^^veftt 
again in ray h^arirg. You arg shivering wit^ool^. Let 
me help you undress, and thep Tll*ring fcnr^ no^ whi^ejjb 
or brandy punch.^ Which shall it be? ^ ^ * , 
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"I've no choice; order what you like. Fm not cold, 
but I've lost control of my nerves and ray temper ; and I 
realize for the first time how dangerous I can be when 
thwarted and angered. This revelation of Arthur's crimes 
is not unexpected, but I didn't mean he should have the 
satisfaction of leaving me. It has been my intentirn for 
six months to procure a divorce from him, because I have 
become thoroughly convinced that no amount of inflaence 
or money could keep him for any length of time in an 
honorable position. Don't speak of this disagreeable sub- 
ject again to-night, mamma. I want time to think my 
plans over calmly before discussing them." 
. And the mother, imperious and dictatorial as she was to 
all others, bent in silence before the defiant beauty, and 
assisted her trembling fingers ,to unclasp the jewels and 
delicate laces, to doff the paraphernalia of an exquisite 
evening toilet, mixed with her own hand the spiced 
whiskey punch, and when she saw its benumbing effects 
stealthily creeping into Lou's passionate eyes, she sought 
her own couch, more earnestly wishing for the soothing 
presence of Diantha, and the wise counsel of her husband, 
than 6ver before. Sleep was a stranger to her eyelids; 
not because she was dismayed at Arthur's ejection from 
oflSce, or shocked with the multitude and heinousness of 
his crimes, — neither did she recognize, as a sensitive and 
conscientious soul would, her daughter's part in the trage- 
dy, — but because she was doubtful what verdict the fash- 
ion ablj^clique in which she moved would render in this 
case ;|mw far she and Lou could again paiticipate in its 
pleasures. The loss of caste was to her a greater calamity 
than the blight of sin. The morning's light found both 
ladies astir much earlier than their wont. Louise made a 
particularlYjCaretwl and dainty toilet; and excepting a 
gligbt pallor in her face, and «Ai s^^de^ \st^%a3ws^ XaV^ 
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eyes, there was ncvAing in her quiet, determined manner 
lo indicate the betrayal of her confidence, or the wreck of 
her domestic happiness. Perhaps neither confidence nor 
happiness had been adjuncts of the marriage so summarily 
broken. 

Mrs. Howell looked worn, and at least ten years older 
than on the previous evening. The seed she had sown 
was bearing bitter fruit, but there was no escaping from 
its touch and taste. 

" I have already written and sent*a note to Major Rush- 
ton, mamma. He will come as soon as he has breakfasted, 
and I must see him alone." Lou's words and manner did 
not encourage a discussion of her affairs even with her 
mother. 

**I really wish the doctor was here, Lou. We might 
send a telegram to him this morning. He would be sure 
to start as soon as he heard w2^were in trouble." 

" Yes, and advise me to go Wbk to Hanthrop, and * turn 
over a new leaf,' and take Diantha for a pattern ! I shall 
not return to my old home, a deserted wife, to see com- 
miseration for my supposed grief and disgrace in the faces 
of those who have always enViiS me ; nor to witness Di's 
triumph and connection with theiljletcairs family." 

" Di isn't engaged to Horace ; and she solemnly assured 
me, not a month since, that he had never asked her to be- 
come his wife." 

" Why does Mrs. Metcalf guard her so zealously, then, 
if there's no understanding between them? And/f«why 
has Di refused two eligible offers that have come tlufbur 
knowledge, if she doesn't aspire to the honor of scattering 
the Metcalf property amongst her poor people? What 
Horace can see in such a milk-and-water character to 
admire is beyond my comprehension \ bv\ti 1 ««\r^^'9fc ^^Ssv* 
gions enthusiasm makes a commoii\joiA\i^\.'^^^'^^^s^^^ ^ 
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saw enough of their friendship during my last visit in 
Hanthrop to assure me they would marry as soon as Hor- 
ace has satisfied his conscience with hospital lahors. Bat 
why am I spending a thought or a hreath on them when 
my own plans for the future need revising ? I have been 
thinking what is the wisest course for you, mamma. You 
had better send for the doctor, and go home with him, and 
settle down to a quiet domestic and religious life, as I 
mean to do if I live to be as old as you are." 

" Lou, I never expected to hear such words from you ! 
Fve always been sure of your sympathy." 

" And you'll always have it ; but I really think you'll be 
obliged to find more of your happiness in the doctor's 
home and pursuits hereafter. I can see a great falling 
off in your health and your looks since you went abroad ; 
and as a matter of taste and policy, 'tis my opinion that 
charitable and domestic ocpfeations are more becoming to 
ladies of your age than IqieAours, full dress, and an anx- 
ious toiling to keep pace Ijfth the world of fashion. Bnt 
as for me, I'm only twenty-seven, and I don't mean to 
allow any mishap to come "between me and my enjoyments 
before I am forty; after tBat)l'll become a Sister of Mercy, 
and rival Di in g<5od w6ri^. Now let us waive all discas- 
sion until after we have ]^reakfasted, and I have had coun- 
sel of Major Rushton." 

It was evident to Louise that Arthur's disgrace was 
known to the boarders lit Willard's when she entered the 
dining-hall, and that the exclusives had not determined 
hoMf&e was to be received. 'Her radiant beauty did not 
command the usual involuntary homage of admiring eyes. 
A formal nod of recognition from some, a glan*»e of com- 
miseration from others, and a curious, critical look from 
maDy more, did not abash Louise. She talked and laughed 
with her accustonied ease o? m2LTv\v«t^^\S5iS^\ .^5^^rt 
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irone and movement plainly indicated that she was ready 
to brave criticism and censure, and that with her own 
personal accomplishments and rare powers of pleasing, she 
would maintain her position. 

Such portions of Lou's conference with Major Rushton 
as she thought best for her mother to know, we will give 
in her own words : — 

"Fve taken the responsibility, mamma, of sending a 
telegram to Dr. Howell, asking him to meet you in New 
York. My friend will provide us an escort to that city, 
and as he thinks it won't be politic or becoming to brave 
public opinion just now, Fve decided to leave here to- 
morrow." 

"What! with only a half day to pack, and so much 
time to be spent in dressing for Madam Devins's ball. We 
can't possibly be ready to start before Thursday." 

" We shall not go to the ball, and Phillis will help us 
pack." Louise spoke in a tonie that left Mrs. Howell in 
no doubt as to the unchangeabfeness of her decision ; and 
the weak woman, with a regretful sigh, saw the coveted 
pleasure vanish beyond her grasp. 

" You will gO with me to Hatt.throp ? " she asked, in a 
voice tremulous with fear and annety. 

"No; I have decided to go into a convent in Montreal 
for six months or a year. Don't look so troubled, mam- 
ma; I'm not going to take the veil, but I want entire 
seclusion, and the opportunity to rest, after ^ve yeara of 
constant excitement ; and what is more, there is a sister 
Theresa in the convent, who has been called the most ele- 
gant and scholarly woman in Paris. I go to reap the 
benefit of her instructions; and meantime, Mrjor Rushton 
kpows a lawyer who'll manage my divorce case without 
atiy disagreeable publicity ; in fact, Avtlivjix'^ ^^^xsNfc^ ^xsx^b- 
bUjt release ine." 



y». 
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•* Lou, come back to Hanthrop. The doctor has said, a 
hundred times, you should be as welcome there as if yon 
were his own child. He's just and generous, and will 
never reproach you, nor mention the names of Ralph and 
Arthur, who've timed out even worse than he prophesied- 
they would. You don't need the instructions of dstei 
Theresa. You are the most accomplished woman now I 
ever met, and you shall have all the rest and seclusion in 
our house that you could find in a convent. Have you 
thought how barren life will be to me without you, and 
without those pleasures we've enjoyed together ? " 

" You'll miss me, of course ; but you have other children, 
and Edna is an entertaining girl. You must take an in- 
terest in Diantha's pursuits, and give up a few months to 
the doctor's medical treatment ; your health is really need- 
ing attention. Then I fancy Di wUl be married within a 
year, and the preparations, for tl^ wedding will divert 
you." ' ^ 

" If you should return with me, ^d let it be understood 
you had sought a divorce from ArAur because of his dis- 
honesty, and should attend church, and visit the charity 
schools, and work for th/ioK!iers, there's n'o doubt Horace 
would soon be as deeply in love with you as ever. You 
are more beautiful than you were five years ago, bh^ no 
man would marry Diantha if he*could have bis.o))oice bS^r 
tween you." 

" Thank fortune, the choice between us is no fbnger left 
to Horace ; that time has long syice passed. I sBall never 
marry a religious enthusiast. But now to business, mam- 
ma. We must leave on the first train to-morrow morning 
without good bys. When I appear in. Wa^ington again, 
no one will dare remember I was ever . ^ Ijteserted wife. 
You see I am in excellent spirits, and yoWi*b«r more than 
reconciled to the change in my^ fortunes befSre the close 
^tbe /ear." ;^ 



IiBAYB-TAKINa. 8^ 

Mrs. Howell wsls not comforted by Lou's apparent cheer- 
fulness, and endeavored, with tears and entreaties, to dis- 
suade her from the execution of her plans. But no — they 
had received Major Rush ton's sanction, and no arguments 
could prevail against them — to a convent she must go ; 
and the mother returned to her home, broken in spirit, 
lamenting her losses, and, as she repeatedly affirmed, 
^ with nothing but the dull routine of home to look foi 
ward to," 
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CHAPTER XXXV: 

THB DOCTOb's WABD» 



** Like the swell of some sweet ttUM 
Momingf rises into noon, 
Maf glides onward into Jane.'* 

LONOFEUiOW. 



What of Edna Shreve ? Can three years come and go 
without hringing to the youijg girl an event worthy of rec- 
ord ? Was she merely a passive member of the doctor's 
household while the summers budded, and blossomed, and 
left their fragrance in her heart and their sunshine in her 
eyes and on her golden hair ? Though her presence was 
as UDobstrusive as the odor of pansies, and as soft as their 
velvet petals, yet it was as gracious and refreshing as the 
noiseless, unseen dropping of the dew. 

She has been kept so long in the shadowy background 
of the family history that she is entitled to a separate page, 
for the proper preservation of her identity. We find her 
at eighteen a dainty maiden, with a winning grace of man- 
ner, a nature sensitive and delicate, responding impulsively 
to every kind, genial influence, and shrinking from the 
slightest breath of harshness. Her guilelessness and her 
delicate beauty throw around her the charm of the first 
spring blossoms ; children cling trustingly to her, while the 
protective love of stronger souls is spontaneously offered 
ber. 
GenerouSf confiding, and aff^oXAOivvaX^ S&^^^ Shreve 
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and helpful, too, in her pretty way; one to whom yuu 
would turn for amusement in an idle hour, but never seek 
for solace and counsel when Diantha is near. Her singing 
charms you while her clear, bird-like notes fall on your 
par ; but you do not carry its echo in your heart, and link 
«vith it the sacred associations of your past : it lacks the 
depth, the richness, the soul of Diantha's music. One is 
like the rippling of a capricious brook ; the other like the 
grand harmony of ocean waves. In character, Edna is like 
the clinging, graceful, white-blossomed clematis ; DiantLa 
like the combination of summer's rarest flowers. One is 
like a spring mornhig; the other, lacking none of the fresh- 
ness, perfume, and sunshine of the spring, adds to it the 
richer beauty, the deeper melody, of summer. One is. sat- 
isfied with romance, poetry, music, and whatever appeals 
to the sensibilities ; the other, even more appreciative of 
the gi-aces of literature, delves patiently beneath the flow- 
ering fields for the precious metals. 

It must not be supposed Edna's sweet life was permitted 
to glide on through the years that witnessed such mighty 
throes of a nation with nothing to disturb its current. 
Her blue eyes kindled and overflowed when hope and fear 
alternately swept their thrilling messages up and down the 
telegraphic wires ; her color was brighter, and her smiles 
more capricious and tender, when Stephen's short furloughs 
brought a health-giving aroma to the doctor's quiet fireside ; 
and it was a fact that did not escape the keen eyes of his 
lady. Mrs. Howell would have been untrue to almost every 
instinct of her nature had she not opposed the doctor's 
plans fo"' the protection and education of Edna. Scarcely 
a m.i.tl passed that she did not make the girl's residence 
in their family a sort of hostage for the procuring of her 
own selfish pleasures. If Edna had not been ornamental 
and unobstrusive, and in a mu\l\t\i4e oS -^vj^ xi&^&oS-^V^at 
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presence wo aid have been a bone of contention in the fam- 
ily that not even the doctor's grace and forbearance could 
have withstood; and his ward, knowing intuitively that 
her presence was barely tolerated by Mrs. Howell, wisely 
continued to make her sunny chamber a " city of refuge," 
as it was when Diantha's love first ornamented its walls 
with pictures, filled its windows with flowering plants, and 
its shelves with the books of her favorite authors. 

" Tis quite time Edna should be earning her own living, 
doctor," Mrs. Howell remarked one morning, when every 
other source of domestic difibrence had been paraded. 
"She is eighteen now, and prepared to teach French, 
music, and the common English branches. Mrs. Carlos 
Hapgood is wanting just such a young lady as a governess 
for her only daughter, and she'll do well by an amiable, 
competent person. I answered her letter of inquiry yester- 
day, and recommended your orphan ward. 'Tis a situa* 
tion Edna should be very thankful to obtain in these hard 
times." 

"O, mamma, she's still so child-like, so timid and de- 
pendent, and so dear to us all I don't think of sending her 
to strangers," exclaimed Diantha, with an appealing look 
towards her father. 

" One of the principal reasons why she should leave us 
is, because she is so dear to one member of the family," 
Mrs. Howell answered. "You must have observed Ste- 
phen's infatuation during his last furlough; and I deter- 
mined, before the impressible boy had another holiday, to 
remove the loadstone that draws him from the camp and 
hospital." 

"Mary, I saw in Stephen's manner only brotherly regard. 
He teases Edna and fi'olics with her as if she were still a 
child. His work is much too serious and absorbing to allow 
his fancy or his aflections to take deep root." The doctor's 
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voice and manner were calm and dignified, and in marked 
contrast to his lady's. 

"You judge Stephen by yourself; work and books have 
jilways been sufficient for your nature, but my boy has in- 
herited enough of my disposition to want to gild the reality 
of life with a little romance and sentiment. Love will be 
as necessary to him as to me." 

This, to the doctor, was rather a novel presentation of 
Stephen's inherited traits; but he withheld comment, 
and Diantha ventured to make another appeal for her 
pupil. 

"Edna is so much at home with us, mamma, and 
appreciates your tastes so well, and reads and sings so 
sweetly, and I feel so easy and happy to leave her with 
you when I am writing for father, that really I don't know 
how we can manage without her." 

"Just as well as we did before her advent into the fam- 
ily, though I'm willing to admit she's an amiable, obliging 
girl, and accomplished, too. She has made good use of the 
advantages we have given her, and I shall miss her reading 
and singing; but I am ready to make a sacrifice of my 
comforts for the sake of her future happiness." 

" But if you could be convinced that Stephen has only 
a brother's interest in her, you would let her remain here 
until he is discharged from army service ? " 

" No ; because it would injure Edna to remain linger in 
idleness. Sle must have a profession, and something to 
depend on. She's a sensible girl, and old enough to know 
that her position is a false one — treated as if she were a 
daughter in the family, when she's an orphan whom nobody 
kuc ws anything about. I have been honest in my dealings 
wiin her, and have shown her that I regarded her only as 
a dependent and an incumbrance. Then, in right schools 
girl fashion, Edna already thinks she's in love with Ste- 

22 
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phen ; and unless she's sent off immediatelj where she 
cannot see him, and will not hear his acts discussed daily, 
this fancy will become a reality, and may sadly blight 
the poor girl's life." A stranger to Mrs. Howell would 
naturally have inferred from her tones that she had a com- 
passionate interest in Edna's welfare. 

"Mary, have you thought that if Stephen has more than 
a brother's regard for Edna, this sending her forth alone 
into the world will strengthen it? Thinking of her as 
lonely and unprotected will rouse the tenderness and love 
of his manly character, which might slumber if he remem- 
bered her only as Daisy's sister and pupil. But if the 
young people are, as you suppose, inclined to till in love, 
why throw any hinderances in their way? Edna is accom- 
plished, amiable, and tnie ; and Stephen is energetic, in- 
telligent, and brave. I cannot imagine a more desirable 
union of mental characteristics." 

" Yoii are as unpractical and impolitic, doctor, as if you 
were just beginning life. You need to be reminded that 
Stephen will have only the income of a profession, and 
that Edna is a penniless waif What folly it would be 
for our son to marry your ward, when he can select a wife 
from the most wealthy and accomplished young ladies in 
our city, and enlarge his sphere of usefulness by a connec- 
tion with some influential family ! Edna's pretty face and 
graceful manners may possibly attract some one who won't 
mind her lack of money. I look upon. Mrs. Hapgood's ap- 
plication to me as a providential opening for Edna, and 
you may as well prepare her for the change at once. Fm 
rosolved not to be thwarted in my purposes this time, 
doctor." 

Mrs. Ilowell paused and looked around with an air thtt 

expressed willingness to bxav^ ^w^ ^w^ount of opposition. 

Bat the doctor saw cihe m\x&\» Tio\»\^^ <^Q»x)X\%^^^^%^ha& 
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every soothing remedy must be used to allay her nervous 
irritation; and he said, quietly to Diantha^ — 

"You may leave arrangements for Edna's future with 
me ; and if your mother feels strong enough to ride, you 
had better go out with her. Mrs. Metcalf will expect to 
see you before the day is over. She reached home with 
Horace by the late train last evening." 

"Have you seen them?" Diantha asked, with an eager 
inestioning in her eyes and a quick flushing of her face. 

"I was telegraphed to meet them at the depot. Horace 
endured the journey wonderfully, and, considering the na- 
ture of his wound and his great loss of blood, he is doing 
well. I saw him again at seven this morning, and have no 
doubt home comforts, rest, and nursing will bring him up 
in a few weeks." 

"Don't speak of wounds before me, doctor! If you 
CQuld know how my sensitive nerves feel the jar of such 
disagreeable subjects, you would keep thfem from me. You 
needn't make any arrangements for me to ride ; as I'm not 
in the mood for going out, neither you nor Di will be 
obliged to sacrifice any of your precious time on an invalid. 
I am going to economize my strength for Mrs. Blossom's 
party this evening." 

"Mary, let me"entreat you again to abandon your prepa- 
rations for this party. You are not strong enough to en- 
dure the fatigue and excitement of dressing and meeting 
friends." 

Dr. Howell spoke earnestly, and there was gentle pe^ 
enasion in the hand which he laid caressingly on her hair. 

" The excitement is just what Fm needing to rouse me, 
I haven't been to a party for six months, — not since my 
dear Lou went with me in Washington, — and I'm really 
pining for something outside of home. As for «.tx^\s?^3s!K 
no one knows better than I do Vvo'W inxxdci ^«a.\i^ ^\A^«5a^ 
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when the mind is diverted and interested. Tou know 
Mrs. Blossom is very select in her invitations: we shall 
meet there only the cream of society ; and it would be 
ibolish to neglect such an opportunity for showing our 
style. TJie preparations won't fatigue me, as my peach- 
colored satin is all ready to wear. Don't say another word, 
doctor, unless you want to see me as ill as I was last wc€k| 
when you first opposed my going to this party.*' 

The doctor certainly did not crave another hysterical 
scene, and he knew it was useless to reason with her,* 
therefore, without more words, he left her to try the effect 
of laces, flowers, ribbons, and jewels agains^ the pea/ji- 
colored satin, which had remained in ignoble secIp/ioL 
since Lou's abrupt retirement from the gay world. 

"Dear father, what can we do for Edna?" askod Di- 
antha, following the doctor from the room. " She ra'is'y not 
go to the Hapgoods. I've heard mamma and Lou telJ 
about their style and their fast living till I have pickoned 
with disgust. Mrs. Hapgood goes to the races, and bets, 
and plays cards, and lives in a constant whirl of excite- 
ment." 

"One plan only has occurred to me : Edna musi be sent 
to her friends in Holly ville for the present ; and then, if 
Mr. Osborne accepts the professorship which has been 
offered him in our scientific academy, she can have a home 
with them, and be near us. Let me give you a text, Daiay. 
which must be our solace until the way is made clear be 
fort U8> — 'Because Thou hast been our help, therefore la th^ 
sliadow of Thy wings will I rejoice.' " 

And a few hours later the doctor and his daughter stood 

fnce to face with a sorrow which but for their u'i'ji^w'ion- 

ing trust in His love and mercy whose " right bar c*. uj/aold- 

eth us," must have iaWeu Vfvlb a crushing w^'ghu upon 

their he^ta. 
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Diantfia, returning from Mrs. Metcalf's in the waning 
light of the October day, with a rare contentment, and a 
new, strange happiness thrilling the pulses of her being, 
went directly to her mother's chamber. 

** Am I late, mamma ? " she called, seeing her mother 
arrayed in the peach-colored satin, but sitting motionless 
b<3f re a table covered with ornaments and the accessories 
to a full-dress toilet ; and, coming forward, she bent to 
press her accustomed salutation on her mother's face — 
alas ! no longer the handsome, haughty, self-assured face 
which glowed with determined will when last turned to- 
wards her (Jaughter, but purple, distorted, with glaring 
eyes and open mouth. The crimped and puffed hair, the 
flashing jewels, fresh flowers, and delicate laces looked 
strangely defiant of the unexpected guest whose heavy 
hand had arrested the preparations for display. It was not 
sleep, and it was not death that had crept so stealthily into 
the lady's boudoir^ as Diantha almost instantly perceived. 
She neither fainted nor called for help, but knelt by the 
silent) motionless figure, and assured herself that the heart 
still beat in muffled throbs ; then, flying to Edna's room, 
she sent her for Dr. Howell, and, returning, with tender 
hands she unlooijed the satin robe and the jewels, unbound 
the artificial plaits, puffs, and crimps of hair, and sought 
such stimulants and appliances as she knew her father 
would require, controlling her grief and her tears because 
of the necessity to act. 

" O, Daisy, it has come ! " exclaimed the doctor, lifting 
the stricken woman to a couch ; and, kneeling by her side, 
be laid his ear against her heart. 

" What has come ? " asked Daisy. 

""What I have feared for many months, and with all 
my skill have tried to avert, God know&l 'T\^ \»%x^J»:?^^»a^\ 
and doubtless this letter contama t\i^\^«X» Y^oncJ«!>;»%^^^"^ 
to the poor, over-excited brainJ* 
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"O, father, she must speak to us again I She parted 
from us almost in anger this morning, and I came to her 
foom with such happy thoughts to-night, because at last 
I had something to tell that would please her.** 

" We will work, and pray, and trust to God for help, 
Daisy; but we mustn't permit grief to overpower as for a 
single minute." 

And not until the long hours of that night had wit- 
nessed the doctor's most untiring efforts to revive that 
cold and insensible form, did he steal a minute to discover, 
if possible, the nature of the blow which fell with such 
benumbing power. 

It was a letter from Louise ; and as the doctor read it 
with a heart full of sorrowing love for his wife, he ex- 
claimed aloud, '^'Tis just such a harvest of tai*es as must 
naturally spring from the seeds sown." 

The daughter's own words will best portray her supreme 
love of self and the color of her moral code. 

" Dear Mamma : You won't be surprised to know that 
Fm married to Major Gilbert Rushton, because you've long 
been aware of his love and admiration ; but you will be 
disappointed because you were not summoned to the cere- 
emony. It was strictly private, and, in truth, not such a 
ceremony as our church would sanction, for reasons which 
you had better hear from me. Gilbert has a wife, hope- 
lessly insane, as a certificate from his family physician 
assures me. She is in an asylum, where he provides her 
with every luxury and comfoit. Insanity is not a sufficient 
cause for divorce in England ; therefore, as we could not 
be lawfully married, we met in the convent chapel, and, in 
the presence of sister Theresa and Colonel Mildmay, a 
friend of Gilbert, we knelt before the shrine of the virgin 
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Mary, and promised eternal fidelity to each other. Gilbert 
put a ring on my finger, calling me wife in the presence of 
two witnesses. The scene was very solemn and impres- 
sive; and I am as entirely satisfied as if the chief justice 
had sanctioned the ceremony, the pope had read the mar- 
riage service, and the bishop had pronounced a benedic- 
tion. Major Rushton has retired from service, and is very 
wealtiiy, owns a large estate in Devonshire, and has settled 
upon me fifty thousand dollars. We shall spend the larger 
part of our time in the south of Europe ; and when we are 
at home in England, our wealth, our accomplishments, and 
our style will secure to us the society of such liberal souls as 
are lifted above mere forms. Please don't worry about me, 
mamma; I'm in excellent health and spirits. You shall 
hear from me sometimes ; but it is not likely we shall meet 
again, unless you cross the ocean to see me ; and you know 
I have advised you to cultivate the domestic graces for the 
future. When you receive this, I shall be in a steamer 
bound for Liverpool, twenty-four hours' sail from New 
York. My travelling suit of pearl-gray poplin is wonder- 
fully becoming ; and Gilbert is both proud and fond of me, 
and I really believe I love him. The doctor and Di will 
be terribly shocked when they hear how I am united to 
Gilbert ; but never mind : I was born to create a sensation. 

Affectionately, your daughter, 

LouisB G. Rushton.** 
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CHAPTER XXXVL 

THB ANOBLS OF LIFB AND DBATH 

** Whom first we love, you know, we seldom wed; 
Time rules us all. And life, indeed, is not 
The thing we planned it out ere hope was dead." 

** Much must be borne which it is hard to bear; 
Much given away which it were sweet to keep.'* 

Sib BvijW^r Itttov. 

What was the " something to tell " which Diantha sor- 
rowed because her mother's benumbed senses could not 
rejoice in? Will the knowledge that a new joy was 
springing from the ashes of a buried hope stain one thread 
of the white web woven by her pure hands? 

Would you rather our Daisy should walk singly the path 
through life because in the first blush of its morning God 
had thrown around her the sanctity of a great sorrow? 
had removed the strong ann and wise heart on which she 
had timidly dared hope she might one day lean ? If any 
of our readers think a quiet, trusting, self-reliant nature, 
likp our heroine's, would be more true to the higher and 
purer instincts of womanhood if she closed her heart to 
the gently persuasive voice of love at its second comi ug, 
and rested content with the echo of that far-away dream, 
they may leave this page of her history unread. 

Many months, even years, drifted back into the eternal 
past after Captain Ashmead's pearl ornamented Diantha's 
fair hand, while she performed with cheerful earnestness 
und might whatever Provid: nee gave her to do, thinking 
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the blessings of God's poor would compensate for the loss 
of those sweev joys and duties which sanctify and crown a 
woman's life. 

Had not the fragment of a shell spent its last fury on 
Horace Metealf as he attended an ambulance filled with 
the wounded from the battle-field, and sent him home pale, 
and haggard, and suff*ering, Diantha might possibly have 
lived many years, believing that only friendship for the 
brave man quickened and thrilled the current of her life a( 
the mention of his noble deeds ; that only friendship lent 
a charm to his conversation and attentions which all others 
lacked. But the first sight of his worn face told her ques- 
tioning heart that had the shell proved the message of 
death to her friend, the light. of her life would have been 
wrapped in heavier clouds than she had yet known. 

Perhaps the hungry, long-waiting soul of Horace Met- 
cMf saw help, and peace, and life in the blushing, conscious 
face of Diantha, whose hand his mother held as she ap- 
proached his couch. Be that as it may, the prostrate man 
found confidence in the extremity of his need to say what, 
in the pride and glory of his strength, had often trembled 
on his tongue, and as often had been choked back, in fear 
lest his love should fail to awaken an answering note in 
the heart he coveted. 

"Daisy! now, indeed, I am at home, and I thank God 
for the sight of your dear face," were his first words after 
Mrs. Metealf made an excuse to leave the room; and both 
his hands were stretched out in eager welcome, and in his 
eyes a tenderer language shone than could bo written. 
Her father's pet name sprang spontaneously to his lips 
with the tide of love that could no longer be repressed, 
and his simple utterance of the word " Daisy " was freight- 
ed with a meaning which made further revelations unne-. 
cessary to the maiden. In the supreme joy and gladness 
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of knowing she was loved by one who had shown himself 
80 true, and nob-e, and worthy a woman's trust, she made 
no effort to conceal what she knew would be to him not 
alone rest, and solace, and healing, but inspiration and 
courage. So, with a stammering tongue and dyed cheeks^ 
she simply said, — 

"Horace, I know now if you had not lived to come back 
to us, my days must have been very dark, and my work 
heavy and wearisome." 

"Shall I give that meaning to your words which my 
selfishness yearns to ? Shall I dare hope that after five 
years of waiting, and trusting, and loving, God has given 
me the desire of my soul?" asked Horace, with an inten- 
sity that showed how much hung upon the answer. 

Diantha's bowed head and dropping tears were more 
eloquent than words could have been. 

" My Daisy, my precious flower ! " What pride of own- 
ership, what protective tenderness, were concentrated in 
that one possessive pronoun ! " I am richly rewarded for 
years of waiting ; " and the trembling hand that touched 
with a caress and a blessing the beautiful golden brown 
hair, the broken voice that so humbly thanked her for the 
gracious hope, brought to Diantha sweet compensation fcr 
the silence and dearth that succeeded the burial of h6r 
first girlish love. Accepting that sorrow as a heavenly 
discipline, it had deepened, and purified, and developed 
her character, so that her second love was correspondingly 
stronger, more intense, complete, and self-forgetful than 
the first, as the ingrafted fruit is sweeter, richer, and larger 
than the natural growth of the tree. 

Walk'ng home in the mellow light of the autumn day 
with a more conscious blush upon her cheeks than the 
maples wore, a purer radiance in her brown eyes thao 
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Reamed on the golden and amethyst clouds of the sunset^ 
% richer perfume in her heart than the breath of the ripen- 
ing grain and purple grapes, Diantha thought only of that 
** something " which would at last satisfy her mother, and 
met on the very threshold of her new happiness the shadow 
of the death-angel's wings. 

There are many families whose unwritten history would 
reveal depths of pathos, tragedy, and heroism; homes 
wLere a patient, long-suffering mother watches over an 
infirm child, or conceals the imbecility of one who is 
"bene of her bone and flesh of her flesh;" where the idol 
of the hearth-stone goes astray, and though his name is a 
forbidden sound, yet tender yeai*nings and agonized prayers 
follow him, and in the darkness and silence of night there 
are tears enough shed to wash the black stains of guilt from 
bis soul, had a mothei-'s tears vicarious power. 

Many wives, with an heroic sacrifice of self, conceal with 
tender artifice and watchful love the short-comings of men 
whom they have promised to honor — await in fear the 
uncertain step, the possible blow, and the cruel word, 
while no ear but God's hears the wail of the disappointed 
heait, and none but the Eternal Eye sees the unloosed 
fountain of tears. Many women live whose names are 
worthy of record on history's most honored page, but 
their acts of tenderness, courage, and devotion are so un- 
obtrusive, so carefully shielded by the intensity and deli- 
cacy of their love, that the perfume of their heroic lives ip 
confined to their humble homes. 

Very few of those who partook of Dr. Howell's hospital- 
ities, and found strength in his counsels and in spiratibn, in 
the genial flow of his conversation, — who saw the serenity 
of Diantha's face, and listened to the indescribable pathos 
and sweetness of her voice, and felt the blessing of her 
gentle presence, — imagined that a home where wisdom, 
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beauty, and harmony joined hands could contain a skeleton, 
a thorn that sometimes pierced beneath the panoply of 
grace and chanty worn by the doctor and his daughter. 
A few might suspect the deep rivers of peace within their 
souls were sometimes stin*ed, and that it was not an angel 
who had troubled the waters ; but none could know what 
a tirbid tide had to be met beneath that roof, nor with 
w'hi*: patience and tender love it was held in check. 

Diantha had need, during the winter that so darkly 
closed in upon that golden October day, of all the inspira- 
tion, sweetness, and strength which the knowledge of 
Horace Metcalf's love added to her life; dreary months 
of patient watching by an invalid's couch were relieved 
and brightened by the sympathy and devotion of her 
fiiend. The terrible blow which so suddenly revealed to 
Mrs. Howell the perishable nature of this world's fashions 
did not immediately open the gates of the Etenial and In- 
visible to her clouded vision. 

When partial consciousness returned to her benumbed 
senses, most mercifully the memory of Lou's letter was 
buried beneath the wreck. The larger part of her past life 
was as completely blotted from her mind as were ever the 
feeblest footprints in the sand washed out by the inflow- 
ing tide. 

Deprived of the power to move from her couch, her in- 
tellect weakened, and her temper rendered more fitful and 
captious than before the shock, she tested most thoroughly 
tho forbearance and love of her husband and daughter. 

It was no longer asked under Dr. Howell's roof, " What 
shall be done with Edna ? " but scarcely a day passed that 
some one did not exclaim, "How could we live without 
her ? " 

If she had been a reed swayed by the gentlest breath 
while the a veet May of her life was bright with blossoms 
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liid sunshine, now that sorrow and care brooded in th-e 
hearts of those who had shielded and loved her, there were 
found beneath her delicate beauty, and her rippling, bird- 
like joy ousness, endurance, devotion, and self-reliance. 

There seemed no end to her winsome little devices for 
amusing the invalid, maintaining the cheei-ful aspect of the 
home, and securing to the doctor and Diantha leisure for 
tJisir accustomed pursuits. 

As the winter wore away, it was evident to her friends 
taat Mrs. Howell's strength was declining, that " the silver 
cord" was loosing its hold. Her temper was less capri- 
cious, her spirit was softened, and there were occasional 
hours when the clouds seemed lifting from her intellect, 
when she appeared grateful for the love that anticipated 
her wants. 

These slight manifestations of a better spirit were hailed 
by the doctor and Diantha with inexpressible thankfulness, 
and abundantly rewarded them for their days and nights 
of watchful devotion. 

Dr. Howell, coming one evening to his wife's room, and 
finding Edna amusing her with scraps of poetry, snatches 
from the opera, and favorite old ballads, and observing on 
the invalid's face unwonted attention and appreciation, 
took her hand, saying, — 

" Mary, what a blessing this little girl has grown to bo I " 

"Yes, she is a help and a blessing," answered Mrs, 
Howell, slowly, but with a clearer light in her eyes tlsn 
had shone in them for many months. 

** Am I really a help?" Edna asked, timidly. 

" You are a great help, and have been very forgiving in 
your attentions to me." 

The invalid's speech was broken and stammering, but it 
evinced more tender emotion for the orphan than «he had 
shown in health. 
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** You are better this evening, Mary ? " asked the doctor, 
sitting d )wn by her couch, and drawing her head tenderly 
against Ijis shoulder ; but the question had hardly escaped 
his lips when he saw the heavy shadows of the last great 
change creeping slowly over her features. 

"I am better. It seemed as though a heavy weight 
rolled off my brain when Edna was singing. My dear Lou 
used to sing that air. Have I been long sick ? " 

" You were prostrated in October ; 'tis now the last of 
March." Mrs. Howell had never mentioned Lou's name 
during her illness ; and no wonder the doctor was startled, 
and Diantha came forward and knelt by the couch, while 
Edna crept softly behind the window drapenes to conceal 
her tears. " Lou has not been heard from since October ? " 
she asked again, after a minute's silence. 

" Yes ; but you were so ill we thought it better not to 
distnrb you with the letter. It came last December. Lou 
was well, and was spending the winter in Paris." 

" Ah ! It has all come back ! That miserable Paris has 
been the cause of all my sorrow. My false pride has 
ruined my child." 

" My dear wife, try and leave your sorrows and burdens 
with One who knows well how to measure your tempta- 
tions and your weakness. Think only of the tender mer- 
cies with which God has crowned your days." 

" I believe I should not be so unmindful of my duties, 
nor so neglectful of your wishes and of om children, if I 
could take my place in the world again. Let me see 
Lou's letter." 

Dr. Howell, holding the cold hand of his wife, noting 
the ebbing pulse and the puq)le shadows, knew the un- 
veiling of her intellect was but the prelude to a sleep from 
which there would be no awakening on this side the dark 
valley, and that news from her daughter could not harm 
'er now. 
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" D/ing the letter, Daisy," he said to the patient daugh- 
ter, who still knelt silent and tearful by her mother's sida 
But when the letter was brought to the dying woman, she 
only touched it with her lips, and placed it beneath her 
pillow, 

"Tell Lou I forgave her; that my whole life was a misp 
take ; that I died praying God to forgive me, and to turn 
her heart from the follies I taught her to love. O, Stephen, 
you once loved me ; and you've always been patient and 
generous. Write to my poor child and save her, if it is 
not too late!" 

" I will do all for her that human strength and love can 
do ; " and the doctor sealed his promise with a kiss upon 
those lips which had so rarely opened with tenderness for 
any but Louise, and which would soon be insensible to 
love's pressure. 

" Come nearer, Daisy. 'Tis too late now for me to tell 
you that I've always been aware of your goodness and 
your patience, and have been secretly glad because you 
were like your father, though I was too proud to ac- 
knowledge it. You will be his help and comfort. It is 
too late for me — too late ! " 

" Mary, dear wife, it is never too late for Christ's love to 
reach us, for His blood to cleanse us I Trust Him now." 

" I have sinned against great light, and I'm afraid 'tis 
too late." 

" Wait on the Lord, be of good courage, and He shall 
strengthen thine heart," the doctor quoted, with a trem- 
bling voice ; and then for a few minutes only the breath of 
silent prayer was wafted from the sorrowing souls who 
watched the ebbing life-flood. 

"Tell Stephen I loved him, out my pride and, my 
worldly ambition came between me and all that might 
have sweetened my life and softened my heart. I shall 
never see him again. Am I dying, doctor?" 
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Only a closer pressure of the cold hand and a more 
lingering kiss upon her cheek could the doctor give in 
^swen 

•* Do you forgive me, husband ? " 

" As freely as I hope God, for Christ's sake, will forgive 
us both.** 

** For Christ's sake I There are comfort aad rest in that 
sound. Pray that my repentance may not be too late." 

Is it ever too late for an appeal to reach that Infinite 
Love, which, forgetful of the height, depth, and breadth of 
agony that overwhelmed His soul, could breathe words 
which come down through eighteen centuries of change, 
bearing the same hope and healing as when they touched 
the ciljpified malefactor with the glad news, " To-day shall 
thou be with Me in Paradise"? which sees the repentant 
sinner while yet he is a great way off, and enfolds him in 
arms of mercy ? • 

Dr. Howell and Diantha believed in God's omnipotent 
readiness to save, and that belief upheld and comforted 
them during the silent watches of the night; and when the 
dying woman exclaimed, " Tell Lou it was not too late ; 
God has heard your prayers for Christ's sake ! " there was 
a note of grateful joy mingled with the wail of grief, as both 
became conscious that death had forever sealed the lips of 
tliat ei-ring wife and mother. 
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CHiVPTER XXXVIL 

CONCLUSION, 

^ I ooant myself in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering my good friends 
And as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
It still shall be thy true love's recompense.' 

Shakes ?E ABE. 

Simply writing to Louise did not satisfy Dr. Howell ; 
though a letter, couched in the tenderest terms, containing 
her mother's last message and the most carefully expressed 
counsel, with assurances ' that his house and protection 
should still .be her refuge, was despatched as soon as sor- 
row permitted him to use his pen. But the spirit of his 
promise to his dying wife required something more — an 
effort that could not be so easily thrust aside as could 
written words. 

To see this wayward woman, whose soft, infantile beauty 
appealed almost as strongly, twenty-five years before, to 
the- doctor's large heart, as did the graces of her young, 
widowed mother, was now an absorbing thought with 
him. The memory of those discordant notes that had 
jarred the harmony of his domestic life, of the cold selfish- 
ness that had clouded his home, was softened by the sanc- 
tifying touch of death, and buried in the grave of the 
woman whose charms had first opened his heart to the 
supreme joy and blessedness of forgetting self in love for 
another — only the sacredness a<vd b^^xiX.^ oi V\^ V^^^i^ "t^- 
WBined: the doctor could not take xx^ ewiX.^x»X^^^ '^'s^'^fl^ 

23 
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beneficent mission of healing until his own heart had parta- 
ken of that sacrament which the fulfilment of love's last 
solemn trust brings. But not until the rejoicing soul of the 
nation poured out its glad, triumphal song of welcome to 
the returning dove, not until above the troubled waves of 
war an Ararat appeared on which our hopes could rest, 
did Dr. Howell dare take the time to redeem his pledge. 

"Daisy, what should hinder us now from sailing in the 
Hibernia, the last of this month ? " asked the doctor, one 
June d.'iy, when the old earth's gladness rippled in waves 
of bloom, and a soft mantle of green shrouded Mrs. How- 
ell's grave, and peace, and hope, and faith were the guests 
of those hearts that had watched and sorrowed with such 
patient love. 

" Nothing should keep you from enjoying a holiday now, 
father ; and surely nothing would please me better than to 
, j, ^ go abroad with you, if it were not for the work that would 
be left undone. I suppose we may look for Horace and 
Stephen almost any day ; and I want to make their return 
as joyous as possible, to compensate them for some of the 
' self-denials and hardships of the last four years. Since 
you first spoke to me about making this tour, I have looked 
at the plan on all sides, and have decided that the claims 
of Horace, Stephen, and Edna are paramount to every- 
thing else." 

"You have made just that decision which I might have 
known your constant thought for others would lead you 
to ; but new claims have arisen since I last talked with 
you. I received letters this morning from Horace and 
Stephen ; their regiments have been discharged, and we 
may expect them home in a few days. Horace wishes to 
spend the summer and autumn in Europe, because his 
health has suffered from exposure and his wounds." 

*- Why didn't he tell me ? " asked Diantha, breaking in 
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upon her father's narration with an eagerness and anxiety 
in her tones that betrayed glimmerings of her love. 

" Because, Daisy, he cannot leave you to go in search 
of rest and recreation, and his delicate thoughtfulness will 
not permit him to ask you to accompany him as his wife 
so soon after your affliction, fearing you may make too 
gi'oat a sacrifice of personal feeling for his sake. But ho 
bade me ascertain, as carefully as possible, your wishes ; 
and if I think you can reward his constancy now, I ancKto 
give him such a hint as will make the pleading of his own 
cause easy. I have already consulted Mrs. Metcal^ since 
the reception of Horace's letter, and she thinks you are 
needing the entire change and the recreation of foreign 
travel nearly as much as her son does. She says you will 
not be obliged to give any thought to the usual bridal 
outfit and ceremonies, and you will have nearly three 
weeks for preparation. Daisy, what answer shall I make 
Horace ? " 

" It is so soon after poor mamma's death," sobbed Dian- 
tha, hiding her face against her father's breast. 

"But, my dear child, the most critical and fault-finding 
cannot charge you with forgetfulness; and, moreover, we 
long ago decided to let our hearts and our consciences 
govern our acts, and not the customs of society. Undue 
mourning for those who have passed beyond us cannot 
benefit them, and may interfere with duties we owe the 
living. I need not remind you of Horace Metcalf's long 
\i aiting, his devotion and constancy, and his need of your 
love, and care, and cheerful society, now ; but I will ven- 
ture to add weight to his prayers by telling you I have 
counted on your direct persojial power over Louise. A sis- 
ter's pleading tenderness may win her when a step-father's 
entreaties prove unavailing. Stephen will go with us to 
pursue 1 is medical studies in Paris, and Edna can remain 
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m ith the Osbornes, where she is so useful and so much 
beloved. Look up, Daisy, and tell me if I shall sunmon 
Horace to plead his own cause." 

" It shall be as you wish, father." 

" No, Daisy ; in such an important crisis of your life, 
'tis your wish that must decide the question. Unless the 
strongest tide of your heait, the purest instincts of your 
nature, flow out spontaneously towards Horace, send him 
to Europe alone. Don't mistake friendship for the love that 
can make such a union pure and blessed, and don't let pity 
for him, nor duty, nor regard for my wishes, color your 
decision." 

Daisy's head was raised now ; and if her hesitation had 
caused the doctor momentary anxiety regarding the nature 
of her feeling for Horace, all doubt vanished when he 
glanced at the clear lines of her face and heard her low 
confession : — 

" I love him, father ; I am honored by his choice ; and 
it will be my joy to be his wife. I am ready to sail for 
Europe in three weeks, if he wishes it." 

** Spoken like my own honest, single-minded Daisy, and 
Horace will best know how to thank you." 

But the doctor proved a false prophet so far as the 
young man's words could be taken as an expression of his 
gratitude ; for when he received Daisy's verbal answer, 
with her face veiled in blushes, the poverty of his lan- 
guage granted little more than repeated exclamations o^ — 

" I can never thank you, my Daisy." 

And then, three weeks later, the doctor's daug|iter stood 

upon the deck of the Hibernia, leaning on Horace Metcalfs 

arm with such trustful love .and faith in her calm eyes, 

such serene joy in her upraised face, as left neither her 

husband nor father in do\\\)\i «i» \.o l\ie fervor and purity of 

« BQTond love. 
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" Daisy, I have dared dream of this day, when I could 
call you wife, when your purity would draw me up to 
your heights," Horace Met calf said to the woman whose 
hand he held, and whom any man might be proud to call 
by the sweetest of all names. . 

" Say, rather, when our united love, and work, and pray- 
ers would draw us both into a purer air." 

" If that manner of stating the case pleases you, I am 
content, so long as I feel the clasp of your hand and know 
your voice will be my daily music, my solace when weary, 
and my inspiration at all times. You can never know how 
deeply I am indebted to you for all that is true and worthy 
in my life." 

" You over-estimate the little I have done, Horace ; but 
it pleases me to know the indebtedness is not all on my 
side." 

" Pray tell me what I have done for you." 

" Years ago your conversations encouraged me to read 
more extensively and accurately, that I might meet you 
half way in an interchange of thought ; and your appre- 
ciation of my music stimulated me in attaining a higher 
culture than my own ambition would have sought. As 
long ago as that summer in Carrhaven your friendship 
seemed an inestimable blessing to me, and during this last 
year your love has helped me through the severest disci- 
phne of my life." 

Diantha was not wont to speak much of herself; but 
though ^ wife scarcely two hours, her new relations had 
given henjftonfidence. 

"And. your words of hope and love have risen above 
the din and tumult of war — above the groans of my 
suffering men — have sustained me through many a strug- 
gle — and have drawn my stumbling fft,^\» \siXa ^^'as.^a. 
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With one more picture of our heroine, whom sorrow 
has chastened, love purified, and faith enncbled, we must 
leave the canvas to be filled in with colors from the read- 
er's fancy. 

In one of the charming villas that ornament the shores 
of Lake Lucerne, Diantha met her half-sister. Major 
Rushton's name was known to the English consuls and 
bankers in the principal cities of Europe, so that Dr. How- 
ell had no difficulty in finding his summer retreat. Dian- 
tha was overcome with emotion ; and the history. of their 
mother's last hours fell from her lips in broken sentences 
and with a gush of tears, while Louise, with elegant com- 
posure, listened politely, sighed, and once or twice raised 
a dainty bit of lace and cambric to her eyes. 

" It was so like poor mamma to think of me till the very 
end," she said, when her sister's narration was concluded ; 
" but she might have used her last breath more happily 
than in sending me such dismal messages. However, her 
intent was good ; and I'm really sorry that her life looked 
so dwarfed to her at its close, and that she seemed con- 
scious only of its mistakes." 

"Dear Lou, if you could have seen the anxiety in her 
eyes, and have heard the pleading eagerness of her tones, 
her words would have rung in your memory for life, and 
I'm sure they must have shown you the danger of living 
only for this world." 

" Then it was in keeping with my accustomed good for- 
tune that distance prevented me from seeing and heanng, 
for I have an instinctive dread of disagreeable scenes. 
It is my pleasure to remember only what was bright in 
mamma's life ; and I shall place no weight on the incoher- 
ent sentences that escaped from a soul jangled out of tune 
by disease. When mamma was in health, she was a sensi- 
y le, ambifious woman, and had very just and politic views 
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of life. I have profited by her precepts and example ; and 
as fortune has given me a broader field, I intend to reap a 
richer harvest." 

" Your talents might be of such inestimable value, dear 
Lou, if they were consecrated to the Master's service, and 
might win for you pleasures more noble and enduring than 
those you are now cultivating.** 

"You cannot judge me from your stand-point, Di; you 
are wrapped in a mantle of forms and prejudices, and your 
Boul is « filled to repletion with husks that would starve 
mine. I must have beauty and pleasure, while you are 
content with duty." 

"Don't send me away hopeless for your future, dear 
sister." 

" Poor, simple-hearted Daisy ! you are only a field-flower, 
without color or fragrance — of a type as common as 
meadow-grass ; while I am like a passion-flower, rich and 
tropical in my nature. You may have hopes or misgivings 
for my future, as you please ; but don't trouble me with any 
more sermons. I told Dr. Howell this morning that I 
couldn't receive him again, unless he assured me that dis- 
agreeable themes should be avoided." 

All the fervor and tenderness that love and pity could 
command the doctor and Diantha used in pleading with 
this cold, selfish woman ; but they were obliged to leave 
her, wrapped in the sheen of a false beacon, that was 
luring her into depths of darkness from which human 
hands could never lift her. 

We would gladly follow our friends through Europe, 
and behold with them the wealth of scenery, the glories 
of art, and the grand ruins of buried centuries, a^d listen 
with them to the majestic hymn of Nature, sung by vine- 
clad h?.ls, lofly mountains, and musical rivers, garnering 
with •them a harvest of melody, beauty, and knowledgAV 
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but the limits of one small volume will not permit. We 
would gladly show you with what content and joy Diantha 
sits by the fireside of her husband's heart, feeding its 
flame ; how he grows nobler and purer through the sweet 
influences of her love ; with what womanly grace and dig* 
nity she presides in a home made beautiful by the union 
of wealth, taste, and ^ection ; how good deeds flow like 
still, deep, and abundant waters from her hands, and the 
incense rising from her bounty falls in blessing on her 
heart; but we can only say, her noble endeavors, pure 
faith, and Christian charity fill her home with gladness 
and peace, and make her life a beacon of hope to many 
struggling, fainting souls. 

Edna Shreve is equally at home with the Metcalfe and 
Osbornes ; and her face is like an April sunbeam, her voice 
like the carol of birds, her presence as welcome and grate- 
ful as the breath of spring. More than one heart thanks 
God that this rare and delicate flower was thrown by the 
wreck of the Stella into Dr. Howell's keeping ; and if 
around Stephen's life its beauty and perfume should here- 
after cling, the harmony and fitness of such a combination 
would be recognized by all. 

The scientific academy in Hanthrop owes much of its 
prosperity to the wealth, talents, and aesthetic culture of 
Horace Metcalf, Professor of JBelles Lettres; it is the first 
fruit of that new growth whose seeds were sowft by Dian* 
tha's pure hands, and persuasive voice, and is doubtless 
regarded by its founder with much the same pride and ten- 
derness one would bestow upon a firet-born child. The 
academy is greutty indebted also to the energy, faithful- 
ness, and brains of Rev. WilHam Osborne, who finds here 
a Wider and more congenial \nission than in his Vermont 
pastorate, •* 

Stephen^ after two yeara oi «X.\3l^^ vcl ^^Tcaajcoj ^^^d 
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France, returned to Hanthrop, taking upon his strong 
hands and courageous spirit the burdens of that profession 
which, for more than a quarter of a century, his father's 
enthusiastic devotion, scientific skill, and genial spirit had 
honored ; while Dr. Howell, with a white frost upon his 
hair, and deeper fun^ows in his face than when he first ap- 
peared in these pages, still engages with unabated ardor in 
whatever work can bless and ennoble humanity. But if 
the sorrows and cares of life have frosted and thinned his 
hair, and left their footprints on his face, the seal of un- 
clouded faith, liberal study, generous impulses, and thought- 
. ful^ 2ieal for the welfare of others, more than compensates 
for 'the ravages of time. His eye has lost none of its radi- 
ance, his heart none of its charity, his voice none of its 
kindliness, and his hand none of its readiness to perform 
the behests of a spirit which looks for no other reward 
than the Master's "Well done, good and faithful ser- 
vant." 

If, in the unartistic and unpretending, but truthful 
sketches of real life, culled from the history of those- who 
have rejoiced, and sorrowed, and labored with us, the 
writer has failed to portray the loveliness of that wisdom 
" which is first pure, then peaceable, gentle,* and easy to 
be entreated, full of mercy and good fruits," — if she has 
failed to make an aimless, selfish existence, and a vain 
strugglin||for the world's applause, seem ignoble, and its 
fruits bitter, — then, indeed, her mission has failed of that 
fruition which makes all labor blessed. 



^TEKT? oT 



% 



Washington ttLid^^-^v^. 



9 



L*i; 



11 



.\k: 




A LIST OF BOOKS 



A. WILLIAMS & COMPANY, 

283 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 



ANDREW. The Errors of Prohibition. Aa Argument on 

the Matter of Llcenu and Prohibition. By the laic John A. Andrew, 

ATKINSON. Our National Domain: A Graphical and Sla- 

^- ll can be obtained, if dtsired, mourned on rollera and varnished, suilahle 
for hanging on the wall. P,ia,$:n- 
ATKINSON. What is a Bank? What Service does a Bank 

ATKINSON, Edward, The Railroads of the United Statas: 
their Elfecls on Farmina and Production in that Country and Groat 
Britain. Bj Edward Atkinson. Bvo. Pamphlet, »ilh chan. socenls. 

ATKINSON. - Comparative Qeography r the Area of the Po- 
litical Divisions of the world shown graphically In colors. Bv Ed- 

ATWATER'S History of the Colony of New Haven. 8vo. 

611 pp. »4.™. 

BAII.EY. The Book of Ensilage; or, the New Dispensation 

for Farmers. By John M. BA,LKy. a™. Omh. aoi pag«. "ponrail and 

UlLslralioiii. ti.oo Paper, socenlJ. 

•.• A work of incalcnlable imponange to the farmer, irealing the new sjstem of 



•,■ ■'Crysialliialions of subtle Ihonghls and fancies." — Jt&H G. IVhUlirr. 

BIGELOW. Litholapaxy or Rapid Litbotrity with Evacua- 
tion. By HenrvJ. BiGELOw, M.D. Svo. Clolh. IlluBlialed. (i.oo. 

BOTH. Small-Pox. The Predisposing Condltiaas,as>&-0»^& 



BOWDITCH. Suffolk Surnames. (Surnames of Suffolk County,. 
Massachusetts.) By Nathaniel Ingersoll Bowditch. 8vo. Cloth. 383 
pages. $2.00. Second edition^ enlarged. 

BOYCE. The Art of Lettering, and Sign Painter's Manual 

A Complete and Practical Illustration of the Art of Sign-Painting. Oblong 410. 
By A. P. BoYCE. 36 plain and colored plates. $3. 5a Fourth ediiion. 

BOYCE. Modem Ornamentor and Interior Decorator. A 

Complete and Practical Illustration of the Art of Scroll, Arabesque, and Oma> 
mental Painting. By A. P. Boyce. Oblong 4to. 32 plain and colored plates. 
Cloth. $3.50. 

BUTTS. Tinman's Manual, and Builder's and Mechanics' 

Handbook, desipcned for Tinmen, Japanners, Coppersmiths, Engineers, Mechan- 
ics, Builders, Wheelwrights, Smiths, Masons, &c. Sixth edition, izmo. 
Cloth. 120 pages. $1.20. 

BUTTS. The New Business-Man's Assistant, and Ready 

Reckoner, for the use of the Merchant, Mechanic, and Farmer, cousisting of 
Legal Forms and Instructions indispensable in Business Transactions, and 
a great variety of Useful Tables. By I. R. Butts. 1 vol. i2mo. 132 pages. 
50 cents. 

%* It would be difficult to find a more comprehensive manual for every-day use, 
than this valuable Assistant. 

CAPE COD FOLKS. A Novel. Illustrated. i2ino. Cloth. %\.tp, 
%* A powerfully written story, depicting the characteristics of a class conspicuous 
the world over for keenness, originality, and humor. 

CHANDLER. A Bicycle Tour in England. By A. D. 

Chandler, i vol. Small 410. I n preparation. 

%* Full of views of out-of-the-way nooks, castles, country seats, unsurpassed 
for clearness and beauty. 

CUPPLES. The Deserted Ship : a Story of the Atlantic. By' 
Geo. CuppLEs, author of ^' The Greet) Hand." Illustrated. x2mo. $1.50. Fourth 
edition. 

CUPPLES. Driven to Sea; or, the Adventures of Norrie 

Seton. By Mrs. George Cupples. Illustrated. i2mo. Cloth. ^1.50. 
Second thousand. 

CUPPLES. Singular Creatures; or, Stories from a Scotch 
Parish. By Mrs. George Cupples. Illustrated. lamo. Cloth. I1.50. Second 
thousand. 
\* " The tenderness and humor of the volume are simply exquisite." — E. P. 

Whipple. 

DERBY. Anthracite and Health. By Geo. Derby, M.D. Harv. 

i2mo. 76 pages. Cloth, limp. 50 cents. Second editions-enlarged. 

DES CARS. A Treatise on Pruning of Fruit and Orna- 
mental Trees. Translated by C. S. Sargent (Harvard). Engravings. i2mo. 
Cloth. 75 cents. 

DIRECTORY OF BOSTON CHARITABLE INSTITU- 

TIONS. j2mo. Cloth. 182 pages- 50 cents, net. 

DRAKE. Memorials of the Society of the Cincinnati of Mas- 
sachusetts. By F. S. Drake. Royal 8vo. Cloth. 584 pages. Many sted 
engravings. $13.00 net. 

ELLIS. The Evacuation of Boston, with a Chronicle of the 
Siege. By George E. Ellis, LL.D., author of " The Life of Count Rumford," 
&c., &c. With steel engravings, full-page heliotype /ac-similesy maps, &C. 
I vol., imperial 8vo. $3.00. 
*«* A monument of historical research and industry. Only a few copies non 

remain. 

FIRST HELP IN ACCIDENTS AND SICKNESS. A 

Guide m the absence or "belote \\\fe acrcwal of Medical Assistance. Illustrated 
w/rh numerous cuts, laroo. C\o\\v. »fe^v^?,«i. V^.^. 

*' A very useful book, devoid oi tVit c\\3LaRVwer3 Hj\ft.C^O^^vi\wx'«.'«i\oM»i oC th< 
"teaJth manuals." — Am Med* Ob* 



FIRST LESSONS IN THE ARTICLES OF OUR FAITH, 

And Questions upon Our Church Doctrines, and upon the Life of 
Christ, with their Answers from Scripture. For young learners. With 
introduction by Rev. Phillips Brooks, D.D. a vols. Boards. 70 cents. 

FISHER. Plain Talk About Insanity. Its Causes, Forms, Symp- 
toms, and Treatment of Mental Diseases. With Remarks on Hospitals, Asylums, 
and the Medico-Legal Aspect of Insanity. By T. W. Fishek, M.D., late of the 
Boston Hospital for the Insane. 8vo. Cloth. $1 50. 

FOLSOM. Disease of the Mind. Notes on the Early Management, 
European and American Progress, Modern Methods, &c., in the Treatment of 
Insanity. By Charles F. Fousom, M.D., Secretary of the Massachusetts Board 
/ of Health. Illustrated. 8vo. Cloth. $1.25. 

I^OLSOM. The Four Gospels, from the Text of Tischendorf. 

By N. S. FoLSOM. i2mo. Cloth. 486 pages. $2.50. Third edition. 

GODDARD. Newspapers and Newspaper Writers in New 

England, 1787-1815. By L>. A. Goddard, editor of Boston Daily Advertiser, 
8vo, Pamphlet. 50 cents. 

GRANT. The Confessions of a Frivolous Girl. A Story of 

Fashionable Life. Edited by Robert Grant, author "The Little Tin Gods-on- 
W heels." With vignette illustrations by L. S. Ipsen. i6mo. Cloth, extra, 
$125. Paper, 75 cents. Tenth thousand. 

%* " A charming novel, aboundmg in clever comment, good-natured sarcasm, and 
gritty reflection." — Saturday Evening Gazette. 

3REEN. Early Records of Groton, Massachusetts. By 

Samuel A. Green. 8vo. Cloth. 201 pages. $2.00. 

3REENE. The Blazing Star : with an Appendix treating of the Jew- 
wish Kabbala. Also a Tract on the Philosophy of Mr. Herbert Spencer, and 
one on New England TranscendeDtalism. By W. B. Grkbnb. i2nio. Cloth. 

180 pages. $1.25. 

3UARD (DE LA). The Simple Cobler of Aggawam in 

America. By Theodore de la Guard. ^ i6mo. Pamphlet. 50 cents. 
%* K facsimile reprint of the London edition of 1647. 

-lALL. Masonic Prayers. 4to. Large type. Limp. Cloth. $1.25. 
■lALL. Master Key to the Treasures of the Royal Arch. A 

complete guide to the Degrees of Mark Master, Past Master, M. G. Master, and 
Royal Arch. Approved and adopted throughout the United State.s. By John 
K Hali-. Morocco, tuck. 75 cents. 

-I ALL. Master Workman of the Entered Apprentice Fellow- 
Craft, and Master Mason's Degrees. By John k. Hall, P. H. P. of St. 
Paul's K A. Chapter, Boston, Mass., and P. D. Gr. H. P. of the Grand Chap, of 
Mass. Morocco, tuck. 75 cents. 

i AS KINS. Selections from the Scriptures. For Families and 
Schools. By Rev. D. G. Haskins. i vol. 24mo. 402 pages. 1^1.50. 

*OWE. Science of Language; or Seven-Hour System of 

Grammar. By Professor D. P. Howe. Pamphlet. 50 cents. Thirtieth thou- 
sand. 

iUBBARD. Summer Vacations at Moosehead Lake and 

Vicinity. A Practical (Juide-book, by L. L. Hubbard. With maps and twenty 
beautiful photograph illustrations done in heliotype. i6mo. Cloth. 114 pages. 
{^1.50. Paper covers. 50 cents. 

EFFRIES. Diseases of the Skin. The Recent Advances in their 
Pathology and Treatment, being the Boylston Prize Essay for 1871. By B. Joy 
Jeffries, A.M., M.D. 8vo. Cloth. $1.00. 

EFFRIES. The Animal and Vegcl^AA^ '^^\^'^v«:^ tA Sicw^ 
Human Skin and Hair, and False PaTa«\X.es o\ \.\v» "^vixcwask. '^^^'S * ^ 
Joy jEFFRiESf A.M.f M.D. xamo. CVoXltk. %v.oo. 



KING. The War-Ships andNavies of the World. Containing a 
complete and concise desciiption of the Construction, Motive Power, and Arma- 
ments of Modern War-Ships of all the Navies of the World, Naval Artillery, 
Marine Engines, Boilers, Torpedoes, and Torpedo- Boats. By Chief Enginee. 
J. W. King, U. S. Navy, author of " Kind's Notes on the Steam-Engine." 
I vol. 8vo. son pages. 64 full-page illustrations. 1^7.00. 
%• "The ablest, most interesting, and most complete work on the subject in the 

EngMsh language." — Edinburgh Review. 

KING. Handbook of Boston. By Moses King. Profusely illus- 
trated. i2mo. 296 p.iges. Paper, 60 cents. Cloth, $1.00. 

KING. Harvard and its Surroundings. Copiously illustrated wit^ 
heliotyi^es, wood engravings, and etchings. Small 4to. $1.50. Paper, $1.00. • 

KNAPP. My Work and Ministry, with Six Essays. By Rc^ 

W. H. Knapp. i6mo. 327 pages $1.50. Third edititnu 

LAIGHTON. Poems by Albert Laighton. Frontispiece. 16 

Cloth, gilt. 125 pages. $1.00. 

%* The author is a native of Portsmouth, N. H., and this little volume is of 
special interest to natives of that ancient city. 

LEIGH. Modern Cotton Spinninjg^. By Evan Leigh, C. E. 
a vols. Quarto. Profusely illustrated, y^nce $30.00. Second and enlarged 
edition. 

"LET NOT YOUR HEART BE TROUBLED." Square 
i2mo. Leaflet, tied. 48 pages. Printed in two colors. Illuminated cover. 
75 cents. Fourth thousand. 

LITTLE. Early New England Interiors. By Arthur Little. 

A Volume of Sketches in old New-England places. Thick oblong quarto. 

$5.00. 

*** "To those far distant, unfamiliar with the nooks and corners of New Eng- 
land, and prone to consider the work of Puritanical colonists, noticeable only for its 
lack of taste, and conspicuous for green blinds and white painted walls, this work will 
be a revelation." — Boston Daily Advertiser. 

LOVING WORDS FOR LONELY HOURS. Oblong, leaf- 
let, tied. 22 pages. Printed in two colors. 50 cents. Sixth thousand. 

LOVING WORDS FOR LONELY HOURS. Second series. 
22 pages. 50 cents. Second thousatid. 

LUCKE. Surgical Diagnosis of Tumors. By A. Lucre (Stras- 
burg). Translated by A. T. Cabot, M.D. i6mo. Pamphlet. 25 cents. 

MALLOCK. Every Man His Own Poet; or. The Inspired 

Singer's Recipe Book. i6mo. Paper. Price, 25 cents. Fifth thousand. 
*♦* A most enjoyable piece of satire, witty, clever, and refined. In society its 
success, here and abroad, has been immense. 

MITCHELL. A Manual for the Use of Clergymen and 
Others Preparing Classes for Confirmation. By Rev. W. Mitchell. 
Pamphlet. 10 cents. 

MORRIS. The Autobiography of Commodore Charles 

Morris. With heliotype portrait after Ary Schkffkr. i vol. 8vo. 1 11 pages. 

$I.CO. 

*#* A valuable addition to the literature of American history and biography from 
the pen of one who, in the words of Admiral Farragut, was " America's grandest 



seaman." 



MORRISON. History of Morison and Morrison Families. 

468 pages. 8vo. ;J>3.oo. 

NANTUCKET RECEIPTS. Collected chiefly from Nantucket 
sources i6mo. Pamphlet. 40 pages. 25 cents. 

NEWTON. Essays of To-Day. Religious and Theological. T.y 
Kev. \Vm. W. Newton, Redox oi S\.. Y^\A'% Cl\urch, Boston. i2mo. Cloth. 
^5J pages. $2 .00. ., . 
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